SIGNALS or DEATH A Willie Brann Novelet By BENTON BRADEN 


СЛАЛА MOMENTS with 
fresh Eveready Batteries 


“Fox, old boy, looks as if you'll have 
to find yourself a manhole!” 


Amosr our entire production of “Ever- 
eady” flashlight batteries is going either to 
the armed forces or to essential war indus- FRESH BATTERIES LAST 


tries. So please don't blame your dealer for LONGER ...Look for 
К the date line ————» 
being out of stock. 


Before you buy anything else, be sure you've bought 
all the War Bonds and Stamps you can afford. 


The word “Eveready” is a registered trade-mark of National Carbon Company, Inc. 
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ж This Smart Leather Bilifold and Pass Case 


* Your Choice of Emblems and Name Engraved 
on the Bilifold in 23k GOLD 


* 3-Color identification Piate 

Beautifully Engraved with 
your Name, Address and „== 
t А NS © 
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“HAROLD S. SANDER | 
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YOUR НАМЕ ENGRAVED HERE 
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| Smart Leather 
| BILLFOLD 


j Your Favorite Emblem, Name, 
Address and Social Security Number . . . 


All At This One 


YourPer- 
manent 
Emnkraved | 
Identification 
y Tag. 


9 Rising Costs of 
Leather Goods 
may make it im- 


possible to repeat r Engraved IN GOLD! e o LOW PRICE 


this amazing offer! 


Your Favorite Here, without a doubt, is the greatest Billfold and Pass Case Bargain that you'll 
Emblem Ре likely tosee fora good many years tocome. Through a fortunate purchase we 
ie havea limited quantity of these smart leather Billfolds available at this low price. 


Here If you have shopped around, you know that itis virtually impossible to get a good 
leather Billfold of this type beautifully engraved in gold with your Lodge Emblem 
or Army, Navy, Marine or Air Corps Insignia and Name at this sensational low 
price. In addition we also send you aspecially designed 3-color Emergency Iden- 
tification Plate, on which we engrave your Social Security Number, your Name 
and your Address. This smart Leather Billfold must actually be seen to be fully 
jS appreciated, Besides the spacious compartment at the back which can be used for 
ES L f currency, checks, papers, etc., it has 4 pockets each protected by celluloid to pre- 

vent the soiling p} фа жеч valuable membership and credit cards, This handsome 
Billfold has the sturdy appearance and style usually found in costlier Billfolds. 
© Dueto difficulty in obtaining good leather because of warconditions, thesupply of these 
Billfoldsis limited. Remember, you get З Big Values for only $1.98. Sorush yourorder 
today! If after receiving your Engraved Billfold, you don't positively ag that this is 
the most outstanding bargain you ever came across, return it and we'll refi the money. 


etime Bargain. 


SS 
Your Full 
Name Here Е) 


ILLINOIS MERCHANDISE MART, Dept. 3018 

500 Н. Dearborn St., Chicago 10, 111. 

If you want a LODGE, ARMY, or NAVY INSIGNIA, state name here. 
Gentlemen: I enclose$1.98, Please send me а Smart Leather Billfold with my name and 

favorite Emblem engravedin 23k Gold. You are also to include the Emergency Identification 

Plate carrying my Full Name and Social Security Number. 


| Ше HAROLD:S SANDER О | 
gi 510 N- DEARBORN ST YA 
MEX CHICAGO. TEL DEL 3623} 
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p, Mc p mc ———— 
CITY... —— STA | _———-— 


Check here ff you want _ _ @ Social Security Number... е 
oO us to ship the above C. O.D. for $1.98 plus a fow pennies postage and C. OQ, D. charges. a 
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| Rush Your Order! our supety 


| OF LEATHER BILLFOLDS IS LIM TED 


with ee Ee ee ee rationing — and there is NO REDUCTION in reading matter. 
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A Complete Mystery Novei 


PRIVILEGED TO KILL 


By J. LANE LINKLATER 


Ed Masson, discredited district attorney's investigator, 
went out to collect an overdue doctor's bill—and, in- 
stead, found himself gathering the threads of a vast web 
of crime and corrublion! о... ww AY 


4 Complete Willie Brann Novelet 
SIGNALS OF DEATH . . . . . . Benton Braden 68 


The peanut-chewing sleuth plunges into a welter of action as be battles 
to save а аьел bride from a crew of extortioners! 
Five Thrilling Short Stories 
DEATH HAS A СВООК . . . . . .. HalK, Wells: 37 


Nora Malloy, red-headed taxi driver, has death for a passenger 


ACTION AT HOME . . . . . . .. Benjamin Pool 45 


Bill Wright and bis wife are imprisoned in tbeir own dwelling 


MURDER IN A CAPSULE . . . . . Louis Devon 49 
The old druggist faced ruin when waged y stalked 


STRAIGHT TO MURDER . . . . . . Walter Wilson 59 
Insurance Investigator Joe Speer stumbles into a baffling crime puzzle 
PAYDAY эсс герге Se 4.  Murtay-Leinsder--84 
Four people at a Hollywood story conference face a grim mystery 
and 
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Where readers, writers, and the editor meet 


Published monthly by Standard Magazines, Inc., 10 Hon 40th Street, New York 16, N. Y. N, L. Pines, President. 
Copyricht, 1944, by Standard Magazines, Inc. Yearly, $1.20 ngle copies, 3.10. Foreign postage extra. Entered as second- 
class matter, August 27, 1981, at the Post Office at New Yo N. Y., under Act of March 8, 1879. Names of all characters 
used in stories and semi-fietion articles are fictitious, If th me of any living person or existing institution 178 
1» used, it is a coincidence. Manuscripts must be accompanied by self-addressed, stamped envelopes, and 
are submitted at the author’s risk. D 
Read cur companion magazines: Thrilling Western, Thrilling Ranch Stories, Thrilling Wender Stories, Thyilling PE ой 
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Many Jobs Now Open Pay *50 а Week 


Would you like & civilian job vital to the war effort that has a bright 
future after the war? Would you like to be in line for promotions in rank 
.4nd pay if you're called into Military Service? Then get my FREE 64- 
page book. Find out how I train you at home to be a Radio Technician 
or Radio Operator! 


Big Demand Now For Well-Trained Radio Technicians, Operators 


Radio has jumped from a great peacetime business to a booming war 
industry. The Radio repair business is booming because no new Radios 
are being made, Radio Technicians and Operators are needed—hundreds 
of them—for vital jobs at good wages. 

Broadcasting Stations, Aviation Radio and Police Radio, and other 
Radio branches are scrambling for Operators and Technicians, Radio Manu- 
facturers, now working on Government orders for Radio equipment, employ 
trained men. The Government, too, needs hundreds of competent civilian 
and enlisted Radio men and women. Then, think of the NEW jobs that 
Television, Frequency Modulation, Electronics, and other Radio develop- 
ments will open. after the war. 


Extra Pay in Army, Navy, Too 


"There's à real need in Army, Navy for trained Radio men. If you have 
completed a course in Radio you stand a good chance of being assigned 
to communications work. The National Radio Institute bas trained many 
men who now hold specialist's ratings. Over 1,700 Service Men are 
enrolled with М. В, 1. 


Many Beginners Soon Make $5, $10 a Week EXTRA in Spare Time 


The day you enroll for my Course I start sending you EXTRA MONEY 
JOB SHEETS that soon show how to earn EXTRA money fixing Radios. 
Many make $5, $10 a week EXTRA in spare time while still learning. 
I send you SIX big kits of real Radio parts. You LEARN Radio funda- 
mentals from my Lessons—PRACTICE what you learn by building typical 
circuits like those illustrated on this page—PROVE what you learn by 
interesting tests on the circuits you build. 


Now Is the Time to Act! 


You have a real opportunity—if you act NOW! So take the first step at 
once. Get my FREE 64-page book. Just mail Coupon in an envelope or 
paste on penny postall—J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 4009, National 
Radio Institute, Washington 9, D. C. 


Vital Radio Jobs Like These Go To Men 1 Trained 


$10 a Week in Spare 
Time — “I repaired 
some Radios when I 
Was on my tenth les- 
воп. I made $600 in 
а year and a half, 
and have made an 
my A А average of $10 a week 
FROEHNER, 300 W. : 9 —just spare time.''.— Н 
"Texas Ave., Goose Creek, Teras, JOHN JERRY, 1337 Kalamath 
St.. Denver, Colorado, 


Chief Operator 
Broadcasting Sta- 
tion — “Before I 
completed your les- 
sons, I obtained my 


$200 a Month in Own 
Business — “For sev- 
eral years I have 
been in business for 
myself making around 
$200 a month. I have 
N. R. I. to thank for 
start.” — А. 


Ist Lieutenant in Sig- 
nal Corps—''I cannot 
divulge any informa- 
tion as to my type of 
work, but I can say 
that N. R, I. training 


Radio Broadcast 
is certainly coming in Operator’s license 
mighty handy these and immediately 

"— RICHARD joined station WM 


' Will Train You 


Vital Jobs Now Open 


ays. 
W. ANDERSON. (Address omit- 
ted for military reasons.) 


PC where I am now Chief Opera- 
tor"—HOLLIS F. HAYES, 327 
Madison St., Lapeer, Michigan. 
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You Build These and Other Radio 
Circuits With Kits I Supply! 


By the time you’ve conducted 60 sets of Experiments 
with Radio parts I supply—have made hundreds of 
measurements and adjustments—you'll have had valuable 
PRACTICAL experience, 


You build this SUPERHETER- 
ODYNE CIRCUIT containing a 
preselector, oscillator-mixer-first 
detector, 1. f. stage, diode-de- 
tector-a. v. с. stage, audio stage. 
Bring in local and distant sta- 
tions on this circuit. 


You build this 
MEASURING IN- 
STRUMENT yourself 

early in the Course. Use it 
in practical Radio work to make 
EXTRA money. Vacuum tube 
multimeter, measures A. C., 
D. C. and В. F. volts, D. C. 
currents, resistance, receiver 
output. 


Building this A, М. SIGNAL-GEN- 
ERATOR will give you valuable 
experience. Provides amplitude- 
modulated signals for test and ex- 
perimental purposes. 


BOOK: HAS SHOWN HUNDREDS 
HOW TOMAKE GOOD MOWED: 


XE 


FREI 


Mr. J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 4D09, 
National Radio institute, Washington 9, D. C. 


Mail me FREE, without obligation, your 64-page book 
“Win Rich Rewards in Badio," (No Salesman will call, 
Please writo plainly.) 


Мийо::..;....+.....5 555 


Address.. 
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$ YOU may know, all sorts of queer 
things come to light when human 


relationships clear through the po- 


lice courts. Down here at Headquarters we 
have seen many a brain quirk, foible, idio- 
syncrasy and twisted philosophy brought to 
light until we have reached the point where 
we didn’t think anything could surprise us. 

But in that we were wrong. Let us make 
you acquainted with Edward Anderson. Ed 
is a private detective, introduced to us by 
Author Fredric Brown. 

Ed was not a deceitful man, but he did 
. sort of take advantage of his brand-new bride 
when he took her to Springfield on their 
honeymoon, selecting that city because he 
was on the trail of a man named Paul Verne. 

The way he set about finding his man was 
unique, to say the least. He selected a blind 
ad in the local newspaper which read: 
Wanted: Man with some knowledge of psychiatry, 
for confidential work, 

Kit, his bride, was amazed. After she be- 
came reconciled to the idea that Ed was going 
to mix a little grim business with a honey- 
moon vacation, she thought he was slightly 
batty to go about his detective business in 
this fashion. But Eddie Anderson knew 
what he was doing. 

When Kit questioned his choice of answer- 
able ads, he asked her to call Information 
and get the listing of the telephone number 
given in the ad. 

“You'll find it to be the Stanley Sanitarium, 
I think,” he told her. “But we might as 
well make sure.” 

Of course, it was the sanitarium. And 
Ed wasn't crazy. That is, not yet. He was 
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after a criminal about whom he had the hot 
tip that the man was hiding under cover 
of a mild case of phobia in this rich man’s 
sanitarium, and he was going in as an attend- 
ant to seek his prey. 


A Case of Murder 

Anyway, that was how Ed had mapped his 
work out. But instead of a mild case of 
phobia, it turned out to be a virulent case 
of murder. 

Before he was through with HOMICIDE 
SANITARIUM Mr. Anderson ran into 
enough looney stuff to make him a Grade A 
candidate for a straitjacket himself. Smart 
as he was, the maniac he was after wasn’t 
even on his list of suspects, and almost es- 
caped him in this fast-moving novel of a 
madhouse where nobody was mad and every- 
body was crazy. 

Confidentially, private detectives are some- 
times as cracked as anybody else might be, 
and Ed Anderson proves that they can get 
themselves into the oddest sorts of places. 
HOMICIDE SANITARIUM, by Fredric 
Brown, coming to you in next issue of 
THRILLING DETECTIVE, is first-hand 
evidence and proof of this fact! And—it's a 
grand thriller! ; 


Don’t Horse Around with Murder 

The companion novelet in the next issue 
will be a yarn that starts with deceptive 
smoothness and then rushes up to a thrilling 
climax that is as exciting as a horse race— 
and with plenty at stake! 

MURDER—WIN AND PLACE, by C. S. 

(Continued on page 8) 
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WAR WORKERS ` 


INCLUDED. in ATLAS MUTUAL 


» g i, О О О9о CASH 
BENEFITS net 9535 
ACCIDENTAL DEATH 
Benefits are graded according to ages of persons cov- 
ered, at time Certificate is issued. Nearly every 
family may soon have one or more members i in the 
Armed Forces or War work. Aithough the risks are 
higher, Atlas Mutual is not ''hoiding out" on 
patriotic Americans. Cover every member of your 
family ONLY ONE DOLLAR A MONTH can 
cover entire family — Husband, Wife, Children; 
and Brothers, Sisters and Parents of applicant. 


NO MEDICAL 
EXAMINATION 


Ages 2 to 75—All Covered 
for Only $1 a Month 


Satisfied members throughout the U.S. No medical 
examination—just the fact that all in the family 
named in your application are now in good health. 


NO SALESMEN 


will call! You reteive Your Whole Family Benefit Cer- 
tificate by mail WITHOUT OBLIGATION and for 
10 DAYS FREE INSPECTION...and study it in the 
quiet of your home, with no one to influence you. 


SEND NO MONEY 


;10 DAY FREE INSPECTION OFFER 


PARENTS - CHILDREN • HUSBAND 
AND WIFE ENTIRE famiy сан 


BE COVERED 
Ў IMPORTANT! This protection 
covers deaths occurring ANYWHERE Ё 
WITHIN THE UNITED STATES 
OF AMERICA OR ITS POSSES- 
SIONS AND CANADA, Atlas Mutual 
is Inspected and Licensed by the Dela- 
ware State Department of Insurance. 
Take advantage of this big # 
opportunity while still avail- 
able! Mail coupon today! 


ENTIRE FAMILY. 
FREE ‘INSPECTION 


SPECIAL OFFER for 
PROMPTNESS 


There's no obligation іп sending the coupon right“ 
away. ACT PROMPTLY. Send today for full ex- 
planation of all details. The coupon or a penny 
postcard with just your name and address brings 


the big Atlas Mutual offer! 


ATLAS MUTUAL Benefit Association 
Dept.:19-Db, Wilmington, Del. 


| OFFER COUPON 


1 MAIL TODAY for FULL INFORMATION 


Atlas Mutual Benefit Association, 
Dept.19-D6G, Wilmington, Delaware 


Without Obligation to me, send full information your 
Whole Family Protection, No salesman will call. 
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Learn this 
Profitable 


Profession 


IN 90 DAYS 
AT HOME 


MONEY-MAKING CAREER OPEN 
to MEN and WOMEN, 18 to 50 


Hundreds of men and women between 18 and 50 make $10 to 
20 in a single day giving scientific Swedish Massage and 
dro-Therapy treatments, There is big demand from doo- 

tors, hospitais, sanitariums and clubs. Graduates earn largo 

full time incomes from these or in private practice in their own 
свз. Others make good money from home treatments given 

in spare time. Learn this interesting, money-making profession 
in your own home, through our home study 

b ] course. Same instructors as in our nationally 

| known resident school. You can win ерепа+ 

ence and prepare for future security by qualify- 
ing for your Diploma. Course can be com pun 
| in 3 to 4 months. Many earn while they 

| Begin your training at once. 


Anatomy Charts & Booklet FREE 


Enrol now and we will include, at no 
cost, many needed SUDQIes. Fit yourself to pe 

g meet Кыр demand for massage now and after 

the Send the coupon at once for complete 
detalis. “Anatomy Charts and 32-page illustrated 
Booklet, FREE. postpaid. 
- GE OF SWEDISH MASSAG 

Dept. 463, 100 East Ohio St.. Chicago ты Minols 

Pleaso send me FREE and postpaid, Anatomy Charta, $2-p 
Booklet and complete details on Home Training. x 


Name covcscecceveccccccrece 


“POEMS WANTED 


on For Musical Setting === 


Mother, Home, Love, Sacred, Patriotic, Comic 
or any subject. Don’t Delay— Send us your 
Original Poem at сео immediate ех- 


amination and FR 


RICHARD BROTHERS 


g Dictionary. 
74 WOODS BUILDING 
CHICAGO, ILL. 


INVENTORS 


Learn now— without obligation —how to protect and 
sell your invention. Secure “Patent Guide" Free. Write 


CLARENCE A. O'BRIEN & HARVEY JACOBSON 
Registered Patent Attorneys 
48-D Adams Building Washington 4, D. C, 


M E N 


This Horse-Shoe 
Ring, Hand-made, 
hand-engraved, іп- 
laid with simulated 
вен is а KNOCK- 
OUT! Shoe and 
shank of everlasting 
Monel Metal is 


GUARANTEED 
20 YEARS 


wine is limited ... rush your order! SEND 
NO MONEY. Pay postman only $3.98 plus 
excise ave! and postage. Return for refund in 
five days if not delighted. 
AMERICAN JEWELRY CO, 
Dept. 25-H Wheeling, W. Va. 
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(Continued from page 6) 


Montanye, is the dramatic tale of a hard- 
boiled private detective who cracks a hard- 
boiled murder case in New York. 

Allen Layton begins his day’s work in a 
swanky night club some twenty minutes after 
midnight. From here on he has no time 
to swizzle cocktails or watch floor shows. 

He is up to his ears in a murder mess that 
wins and places—and never mind the show. 
And the final solution is going to surprise 
you as much as it did Detective Layton. 


Word From Readers 


Along with the two swell yarns we are 
holding without bail for you here аё Head- 
quarters there will be a number of thrilling 
short stories calculated to keep a night court 
open all night. Don’t neglect these small 
cases; they'll surprise you with a snappy 
punch. Many a big story has broken in a 
police court. Which was what we started 
out to tell you at the beginning of this de- 
partment, 

Now, if you have already heard the cases 
up for trial in this issue, how about writing in 
and giving us your reaction? We are cor- 
dially glad to have comments, complimentary 
or adverse, from any and all of our readers. 
We are trying to give you, not just another 
good detective magazine, but the very best 
detective magazine in the popular field. So, 

(Concluded on page 97) 


America’s Best Dime’s Worth 
of Picture Entertainment 


Now on Sale at All Stands 


Accounting faces an ип- 
usual situation during 
this war period, The 
need and demand for 
accountants—both be- 
ginners and experts—is 
increasing while the 
supply is diminishing. That spells opportunity for many 
—perhaps for you. 


The reason is simple, 


Government needs more accountants. Many new 
activities are enlarging old bureaus and creating new 
ones—military, supplies, taxes, priorities, social security, 
price regulation, more indeed than we can name here. 


Industry needs more accountants. New plants, en- 
larged plants, conversion to war production, more gov- 
ernment regulations and reports, taxes, priorities, etc. 
—all call for more and better records. 


This need will persist and increase all during the 
war—it will open many, many fine jobs, fine both in 
responsibility and pay. Nor will it end sharply with 
peace—it will continue through the difficult post-war 
adjustment period. 


Yet many present accountants are going into the 
armed services. Their places and the calls for more 
accountants can only be filled by new men and women 
coming into accounting and coming quickly. 


Can You Grasp This Opporiunity? 


That depends largely on you. 


The opportunity is open most directly to women and 
to men not called to service (although we know of our 
accounting students given specialized duty and rank- 
ing in the army and navy). 


х If you are ambitious, willing to work hard in prepara- 
tion and are at least average in mentality and education, 


WARTIME OPPORTUNITIES 


for You in 


ACCOUNTING 


this opportunity to serve a national need and profit 
personally is open to you. It will take real work but the 
rewards will be correspondingly good. 


We Can Help You 


Through our interesting, practical training—develope- 
in 34 years of training accountants—you can learn 
accounting from the ground up or from any point 
where you now are in accounting. You need not lose an 
hour from your present work. The cost will be mod- 
erate and the payment terms easy. Free placement aid. 
And soon—surprisingly soon—you will be ready for the 
simpler positions and on your way up. 

Your first step is to investigate. Ask for our frec 
48-page booklet, “Accountancy, the Profession That 
Pays." It tells of the opportunities and requirements in 
accounting and describes how you can prepare fox 
them. It can be your starting point towards real suc- 
cess and income. Send the coupon—today. 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


A Correspondence institution 
Dept. 4329-H CHICAGO 


If Accounting has special opportunity for me, I want to know 
about it. Please send me your free booklet and full details 
about how I can prepare for this field. 
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Pin-up picture for the man who “can’t afford” 


to buy an extra War Bond! 


OU'VE HEARD PEOPLE SAY: “I can’t afford 

to buy an extra War Bond.” Perhaps 
you've said it yourself. . . without realizing 
what a ridiculous thing it is to say to men who 
are dying. 

Yet it is ridiculous, when you think about 
it. Because today, with national income at an 
all-time record high . . . with people making 
more money than ever before... with less and 
less of things to spend money for... practically 
every one of us has extra dollars in his pocket. 


The very Jeasé that you can do is to buy an 


Let's all BACK THE ATTACK 


extra $100 War Bond ... above and beyond! 
the Bonds you are now buying or had planned 
to buy. In fact, if you take stock of your re- 
sources, you will probably find that you can 


. buy an extra $200...0r $300... or even $500 


worth of War Bonds. | 


Sounds like more than you “сап afford?” 
Well, young soldiers can’t afford to die, either 
«+ yet they do it when called upon. So is it too 
much to ask of us that we invest more of our 
money in War Bonds... the best investment 
in the world today? Is that too much to ask? 


WE BOUGHT EXTRA WAR BONDS 
ж" 


This advertisement contributed by 


THE PUBLISHERS OF THIS MAGAZINE 


Thislis'an official О. S. Treasury advertisement—prepared under auspices of 
Treasury Department and War Advertising Council 


\NANGINE! MUSIC ресоре 


Thousands have learned to play this quick, easy 
short-cut way, right at home—AND YOU CAN, TOO! 


PLAYS FROM START. 
I can play my favorite in- 
strument even though I’m 
only at the beginning. How 
can I ever express my joy- 
ful gratitude. *F. E. O., Ill, 


PLAYS ОМ RADIO. Аза 
proud student I can't keep 
; from telling you that as & 
result of my course I havea 
good position playing from 


TS grand fun learning 

music this amazing, 
home-study, “Print and 
Picture" way. Instead of 
tedious exercises, you 
learn to play real tunes 
by note, almost from the 
start. First printed in- 
structions tell you how to 
play a tune. Next a pic- 
ture shows you how. Then 
you play it yourself and 
hear how it sounds. You 
go from simple tunes to 
more advanced pieces. 
And sooner than you ever 
dared hope you're thrilled 
to find that you can play 
almost any popular num- 
ber by note. 

And just think! You 
can study any instrument 
you like for less than 7¢ 
а day. That includes val- 


uable sheet music, printed 
Instructions, diagrams, 
and our Personal Advis- 
ory Service. 

If you really want to 
learn music ... to win 
new popularity . . . get 
more fun out of life... 
send for our Free Illus- 
trated Booklet and “Print 
and Picture" Sample. See 
how easy it is to learn 
this modern, short-cut 
money-saving way. Check 
instrument you want to 
play. Mail coupon now! 
U. S. School of Music, 

Brunswick  Bldg., 
New York 10, N. Y, Forty- 
Sixth year, (Est. 1898.) 


KTHS every morning, 
* 4. 8. Heavener, Okla. 


SIMPLE AS A-B-C gi. School of Music, 2944 Brunswick Bldg., Now York 10, N.Y. Н 
0 famous ''Меггу Widow" Waltz. ease send me Free Booklet and Print and Picture Sample, 
Yet it's from the y I would like to play instrument checked below. ! 
(Do you have instrument? ......... cce EI 
Piano Guitar Clarinet Tenor Banjo ! 
Violin Piano Accordion Mandolin Modern : I 
[] Hawaiian Saxophone Practical Finger Elementary 4 
П Guitar Trumpet, Cornet Control Harmony i 
[ams a ЖОО e cure eek ere re "GI PETER E OHIED woe Í 
i (Please Print) П 
Be ee eee REN SES T eese S EE UE Te 
1 A 
i City n IM НЧ...» LE] | 
Н NOTE ... If you are under 16 years of age parent must sign і 


this coupon, 


ы ы mn m а. 


——— = ad 


* Actual pupils’ names on request. Pictures by professional models. SAVE 2¢ — Stick coupon on penny postcard. 
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| Truths That Have Been 
Denied Struggling Humanity 


POR every word that has left the lips of bishops or states- 
men to enlighten man, a thousand have been withheld. 
For every book publicly exposed to the inquiring mind, one 
hundred more have been suppressed—damned to oblivion. Each 
year of progress has been wilfully delayed centuries. Wisdom 
has had to filter through biased, secret sessions or ecclesiastical 
council meetings, where high dignitaries of state and church 
alone proclaimed what man should know. 

Are you prepared to demand the hidden facts of life? Will 
you continue to believe that you are not capable of weighing 
the worth of knowledge that concerns your personal freedom 
and happiness? Realize that much that can make your life 
more understandable and livable has been left unexplained or 
intentionally destroyed. At first by word of mouth only, and 
now by private discourses, are revealed those truths which 
secret brotherhoods preserved in ancient temples and hidden 
sanctuaries, from those who sought to selfishly deprive hu- 
manity of them. 


THIS free BOOK OF EXPLANATION 


Let the Rosicrucians, one of these ancient brotherhoods of 
learning, tell you about these amazing truths, and explain 
how you, too, like thousands of others, may now use them 
to enjoy the fullness of life. The Rosicrucians, (not a re- 
ligious organization) invite you to use the coupon opposite 
and receive the FREE copy of the fascinating, Sealed Book, 
with its startling tale of self help. 
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Clintona's gun blazed before 
Nichols could lift his weapon 


PRIVILEGED TO KILL 


Ed Masson, discredited district attorney's investigator, went out 
to collect an overdue doctor's bill-and, instead, found himself 
gathering the threads of a vast web of crime and corruption! 


CHAPTER I 
А SUSPECT CALLS THE COPS 


D MASSON left the sheriff's 
office late 
Crossing the sidewalk to his 

coupé, he seemed to lean a little back- 
ward, as if subconsciously intent upon 
holding his head high. He was fairly 
tal and seemed thinner than he was. 
The compactness of his wiry frame was 
concealed їп the ease of his movement. 
He drove a few blocks and then 
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in the afternoon. 


stopped at a drug store. He glanced 
about rather furtively before he went to 
the phone booth and dialed a number. 
А woman's voice answered. 

“Hi, Babe," Ed said. “FN be with you 
in a couple of hours." 

The woman's laugh was low, throaty, 
pleasant. 

“Okay, Ed. ГИ be waiting. Working 
on à case?" 

"Right." Ed's smile was erooked, bit- 
ter. Babe thought he was a private de- 
tective now, had his own office Well, 
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you had to kid the women. Good or bad, 
you had to tell ’em fairy tales. He went 
on, “I’m making one more contact, then 
РЇЇ be along." 

“Take care of yourself, Ed.” 

Ed walked out. Sure, he’d take care 
of himself. Maybe he wasn’t doing a 
very good job of it, but he-was trying. 
He wondered if Babe would hate him as 
much.as he hated himself if she knew 
what he wàs doing. Maybe not, though 
—women overlooked a lot if they liked a 
man enough, 

He got in the car and sat quiet for a 
moment. For а man not much over 
forty, his face was lined too deeply. His 
eyes were blue, but except for the color, 
it was difficult to tell about them. Some- 
times they seemed to be wistful, and 
then, in a brief moment, they were hard 
and resentful. 

Frowning, Ed pulled a folded docu- 
ment, green-covered, legal-looking, from 
his pocket. On the outside was noted a 
name and address. It was in the Wood- 
ling district, half an hour’s drive. It 
would be early evening, dusk, before he 
could get there. 

Ed headed his shabby little coupé 
north. He knew the Woodling district, 
had lived close to it once. He stopped, 
finally, in front of a small cottage. This 
certainly wasn't any home of wealth, 
but it was neat and clean. 

A gray-haired man with a hoe was 
poking in the ground in the backyard, 
which was partially visible from the 
street. j 

“This,” Еа muttered, “is going to be 
an easy one.” z 

He walked past the side of the house 
toward the old man in the backyard. It 
was a fairly long yard, with rows of 
vegetables. He had reached the man and 
was about to speak when his gaze caught 
sight of a much younger man, and sud- 
denly Ed’s eyes were bright with amaze- 


ment. 
Thats Herb Stevens! Ed thought. 
What is that rat doing out there! 


ERB hadn’t seen him, of course. 
Herb was in the backyard of an- 
other cottage, just across a narrow alley 
that split the block. No doubt Herb was 
too crooked to see that far anyway. 
“You looking for me, sir?” the gray- 
haired man was speaking to him pleas- 
antly. 


Ed turned to look at him. Yes, this 
was going to be easy—but hard! Ed 
thought he'd delay the business for a 
moment, : 

“Fine garden you've got,” he said. He 
looked toward the rear of the garden. 
Herb Stevens was just going in his back 
door. “Quite a spraying system you 
have back there." 

The old man looked pleased. Не 
turned to look, too, at a tall pipe upon 
the top of which was а sprinkling ar- 
rangement that hurled water over а 
large part of the back of the garden. 

“Yes,” he said. “It’s ten feet high. I 
believe they make something like it com- 
mercially, but I fixed that up myself. 
Saves a lot of time, watering." 

Ed nodded. Well, he'd better get to it. 

“You’re Bob Hodges?” 

“Yes;. sif." 

Quickly, Ed gave him the legal-look- 
ing document. The man took it at once, 
unsuspecting. 

“What is it?” 

Ed sighed. 

“Т a deputy from the sheriff's office, 
Mr. Hodges. That’s a summons. 
you owe a bill, and the guy got tired 
waiting for his dough.” 

Well, it was over—nothing more to it. 
He could go now. 

But he didn’t. The old man looked so 
helpless. His eyes were clouding over. 
Ed watched him as his fingers fumbled 
with the paper, trying to get it open and 
read it. 

“Why, this,” he said, “is from the 
Surety Credit Company.” 

“Yes,” said Ed. Helpfully, he took the 
document from Hodges and opened it 
up. "Let's look. It tells us here, see. 
You owed seventy-two bucks to Dr. Mel- 
vin Haskel. So Doc Haskell turned it 
over to the Surety Credit Company, 
which is а collection agency run by a 
lawyer named Rudy Nichols. The agency 
sent you letters, huh?” 

Hodges shook. It was more of a shud- 
der. 

“T believe so. But I had no money. I 
could do nothing,” he said. “I would like 
to pay, but I can’t.” He peered at Ed 
out of troubled eyes. “I don’t under- 
stand why Dr. Haskell would do that. 

“I was sick for a long time. My wife 
was sick, too—she still is, right there in 
the house. I have only a small pension. 
I paid quite a bit to the doctor, but the 


Ed pitched forward, 
spinning Clintona about 
and destroying his aim 
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last few months there’s been nothing to 
spare.” 

“Sure,” said Ed. “What are you going 
to do about it?” 

“What can I do?” 

Ed thought. 

“Well, if you don’t do anything, the 
agency will get a judgment. They’ll take 
whatever they can lay their hands on. 
But if you haven’t got anything—no 
bank account or car or property—just 
tear that thing up and then forget about 
it. ” 


*Tve no bank account or car," Hodges 
said anxiously. “But this little house is 
mine. I’ve hung onto it all through the 
years." 

“That,” said Ed, “is tough. So I 
wouldn't know what to tell you. Trouble 
is, the guy who runs the agency, Rudy 
Nichols, is a heel.” Ed laughed harshly. 
“And so am I." 


D MASSON drove away slowly. 
Queer, seeing Herb Stevens out this 
way. He had known Herb very well in- 
deed in other days—not a nice charac- 
ter, but very deft with the women. He 
was constantly sluicing in the dirty 
backwash of the political pond. Herb 
had been a sort of odd-job man for 
Councilman Paul Clintona. 

Then, a few months back, Herb had 
been in an automobile smash-up and 
gotten badly bunged up. That was about 
the time Ed himself had emerged 
from hiding, swallowed his pride and in- 
duced his old pals in the sheriff’s office 
to take him back as a process-server ... 
anything to make a few bucks. 

And then, just a few weeks ago, Ed 
had served none other than Herb Stev- 
ens with a summons—same kind of a 
bill, same collection agency. 

Yes, it was very queer. Especially 
since, at the time he had served Herb 
with the summons, he had not been liv- 
ing in a cottage in the Woodling district. 
He had been staying in a cheap hotel, 
downtown. 

A hotel—any kind of a hotel—was 
much nearer Herb’s style than a cottage 
—any kind of a cottage. 

Ed was halfway downtown by now. 
Abruptly, he decided to turn back. 

He didn’t have any clear reason for 
this. It was just that there was some- 
thing here that needed an answer. After 
all, not much more than a year ago, he 


had been top man in the D.A.’s Bureau 
of Investigation, and the habit of prod- 
ding under the surface of a strange set 
up was hard to shake. ; 

It was dark by the time he pulled the 
coupé to a stop at the cottage where he 
had seen Herb Stevens. 

The small square lawn in front was 
gray and parched. The weather had 
been done dry for over a month, and you 
certainly couldn’t expect Herb to bother 
about sprinkling a section of grass. Ed 
crossed it and rapped оп the front door. 
He rapped three or four times but no 
one came, so he walked around to the 
ii door and then he rapped on that, 


“Hi, Herb!” 
door and yelled. 

No one came. 

It was very quiet. Ed couldn't remem- 
ber ever coming up against such a solid 
silence before—not since he had walked 
into а house and found a family of four, 
all with their brains blown out. 

Certainly there wouldn't be any fam- 
ily here. He hesitated a moment, then 
pushed іп. No light had been turned on. 
Ed found a switch in the kitchen and 
Er ues it on. 

here was a messy-looking sink filled _ 
with dirty dishes; tin cans chucked in a 
corner. 

Ed walked through -the hall into a 
small living room, turned on another 
light. It was messy-looking in here, too 
—no family of four—only Herb Stevens. 
And Herb didn’t have his brains blown 
out, but his lungs had certainly been dis- 
arranged. The blood was all over the 
onok of his shirt. He was lying on his 

ace. 


He opened the screen 


ASSON felt an inner warning to 

get the heck out of there, but he 
didn’t pay any attention to it. He was 
Chief Investigator Masson again. 

Besides, he had a special interest in 
i Stevens—hated him with a special 

ate. 

Ed got down on his knees. Someone 
had stuck a gun against Herb's back and 
blasted away. 

There was no way of telling just how 
many shots. 

Ed got up. His eyes were neither 
wistful nor resentful now—only ab- 
sorbed. 

Well, the gun was no problem. There 
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it was, lying on the frowzy rug a few 
feet from the body. Ed knelt down be- 
side that, too. It was a small automatic. 
Near it was a bath towel. The towel 
was scorched. 

So the murderer had come up behind 
Herb, held the gun in the towel and 
fired. 

The towel, of course, had deadened 
the noise. 

Ed got up and wandered about the 
cottage. Everything was very messy. 
ee in a cottage wasn’t Herb’s gait at 
all. 

Ed poked in closets and rummaged 
in drawers. He peered at clothes. They 
were all Herb’s, he thought. He went 
into the bathroom. 

There was just one toothbrush, one 
of ие, So Herb had been living 
here alone. 

But why was he living here at all? It 
was like a coyote shutting himself up in 
a chicken yard—with no chickens. 

This bathroom was a mess, too. 
Towels littered the floor, some of them 
wet. And there were some old discarded 
bandages. Obviously, some parts of 
Herb’s anatomy were still unhealed, and 


apparently his bandages had been - 


changed very recently, perhaps within 
the last hour. 

It occurred to Ed that he had found 
no other gun. 

So it was ey the killer had used 
Herb’s own g 

Ed BOR Бан to the hall. A tele- 
phone was perched on a small stand. He 
picked it up, started to call Police Head- 
quarters, changed his mind and gave 
the operator a number. 

Quickly, a woman’s voice answered. 

“Hi, Babe,” Ed said. “I’m held up. 
Guess I'll be late." 

“That’s too bad, Ed. Be careful." 

Ed smiled. 

*You don't mind, Babe?" 
. “You know the answer. I'll be wait- 
ing." 
Ed dropped the receiver into place. 
* He lifted it again and called the po- 
ice. 

"This is Eight thirty-seven Bowlton 
Avenue South," Ed said. “Got it?” 

“Yeah. What—" 

*Murder. Man named Herb Stevens." 

“Okay. I've got it. Who are you?” 

“One of the suspects,” said Ed and 
dropped the instrument. 


CHAPTER II 
PoLitics, WOMEN, MONEY 


N THE sidewalk, a fat man 
strolling by almost collided 
with Ed Masson as he hur- 

ried out. A neighbor, Ed 
my thought. He looked at Ed 

closely. 
*Hi, neighbor," Ed said. 
The man cleared his 
"Evening," he said. 


throat. 
Ed got in the coupé and got away, 


fast. А half-mile toward town, he 
Stopped near a large bungalow with a 
weH-kept, sloping lawn around it. Stuck 
in the lawn was a neat wooden sign: 


MELVIN HASKELL 
Physician & Surgeon 


Ed stepped briskly up the walk, 
opened the front door and entered the 
reception room. А slim young woman 
in white was cleaning up à mahogany 
desk. 

She looked up and frowned. 

“Ts the doctor in?" Ed said. 

Her frown turned into a faint smile. 

“No, he’s out on а case. I don't 
know—" She stopped. A door at the 
back of the house slammed, and she 
went on, "That may be him now. Wait 

please." 

She walked down the corridor toward 
the rear. Ed did not wait; followed her, 
quietly. He caught up with her in a sort 
of kitchen. The doctor was washing his . 
hands at a sink. 

“A man to see you, Doctor, ” the nurse 
said. “He—oh, he's here!" 

Dr. Haskell moved his head around as 
he rinsed his hands. He was a big man, 
strong-looking, in his forties. He had 
touseled blond hair and absent-minded 
light blue eyes. 

“What is it?” he said irritably. 

Ed Masson grinned, not pleasantly. 

“Tm from the sheriff's office." 

He thought that if the office knew 
what he was doing, he wouldn't be from 
the sheriff's office any more, any timo. 

Dr. Haskell blinked and nodded at the 
nurse. She vanished. Ed sat on a high 
stool. 

“You had some old bills, Doc,” he 
said. “You turned ’em over to the Surety 
Sk Company for collection.” 

“ ез.” 
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“Maybe you shouldn’t have done 
at. ” 


“Why not?” 

Ed took out tobacco and slowly fin- 
gered a cigarette into cylindrical perfec- 
tion, 

“Remember an old guy named Bob 
Hodges ?" 

*Hodges? Yes. I treated him for 
some time. Also his wife. Seemed like a 
nice old couple." ' 

“T thought so. Well, he still owes a 
balance. Rudy Nichols’ collection agency 
is hounding him for the dough. He can't 
pay it. He may lose his home." 


R. HASKELL’S eyes-brooded, 

“І don't want to make him any 
trouble." He squinted at Ed anxiously. 
“ТИ tell you how it is. Like a lot of doc- 
tors, I’m a poor businessman. My bills 
pile up. A lot of patients owe me money. 

“Well, I expect to join the armed 
forces in the next few weeks. Naturally, 
before I leave here, I'd like to collect 
money that is owing me—as much as I 
can. I have a family of my own, and Га 
like to leave them well cared for. 

“So, several weeks ago, I simply told 
my Office assistant to get together all our 
unpaid accounts and turn them over to 
d ee agency, That’s all there is 

1 xd 

“T see your angle, Doc. But look at it 
this way. Some of these people who owe 
you money may be dead beats, but a lot 
of them are just stuck. Sick people, 
especially the older ones, are in a spot. 
It costs more money to get by these 
days, but they've got no way of upping 
their incomes. They're war casualties!” 

"War casualties!" Dr.  Haskell's 
brows came together. *I never thought 
of that." His eyes were suddenly suspi- 
cious. “But what has that to do with the 
Sheriff's office?” 

Ed lifted a shoulder. 

“Not much. I just happened to think 
of it. What I want to find out about is 
Herb Stevens." 

“Stevens?” 

“Yes. He was injured in an automo- 
bile accident a few months ago. You 
fixed him up.” 

“Stevens? Oh, yes. I recall him. 
You’re not asking me to go easy on 
him?” 

“No.” Ed laughed. “He was a heel. I 
wouldn’t show him any mercy. Right 
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now he’s mixed up in a crime—again.” 

“Yes?” The doctor scowled. “But 
where do I come in?” 

“І don’t know. I just wondered if the 
present affair didn’t trace back to that 
accident.” 

Dr. Haskell shrugged. 

“T wouldn’t know how. You’re not 
giving me anything to go on. What’s he 
done now?” 

"It's what's been done to him." Ed 
flipped his cigarette into the sink. “Can 
you tell me about that accident?” 

“І can tell you my part, that's all. It 
was about nine o'clock in the evening. I 
was at my house, à couple of blocks from 
here. It was in May. Someone rang my 
house bell and said there was an acci- 
dent down the street and a man needing 
attention. I went there. 

“It was a Buick sedan, and it had run 
into a telephone pole. Of course, I was 
interested only in the victim. It was this 
fellow Herb Stevens. He was cracked up 
bady. However, strangely enough there 
were almost no head injuries, and he 
was conscious. 

“I fixed him up and then sent him to 
the hospital. He was there for several 
weeks. The bill was about fifteen hun- 
dred. He still owes a hundred or so." 

Ed listened intently. He felt that 
somewhere in this recital there was 
something he could use, but he couldn't 
put his finger on it. 

“Herb Stevens was alone in the car?” 
he said. 

"Y BS. 

“No sign of any companion?” 

“Not that I saw.” 


D SLID off the stool. 
“By the way,” he said casually, 
“you haven’t seen Herb Stevens lately, 


“Thanks. Well, it’s none of my busi- 
ness, but how about that Hodges bill?" 

Dr. Haskell scratched his chin. 

“Т don't care if he never pays it. But 
I guess I assigned all those bills to the 
E I don't know if I can get them 

ack." 

“Probably not,” Ed said. “Rudy Nich- 
ols runs the agency. He’s a dirty rat 
with long sharp teeth. About the only 
way you can get anything back from 
him is to shoot holes in him.” Ed walked 
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to the corridor door. “Incidentally, 
that’s what happened to Herb Stevens,” 

Ed Masson stopped once more on the 
way downtown and phoned Captain 
Gannon, Homicide, Police Headquar- 
ters. He dickered with Gannon, then 
continued. and reached Headquarters 
just after seven-thirty. 

Ed knew Captain Gannon well. Gan- 
non was an unusual officer. He was tall, 
spare, bony. His face was especially 
bony, his eyes deep-set and keen. There 
was something of the fanatic in Gan- 
non. He took his job with eternal seri- 
ousness, Without an unbreakable will 
and a passionate sense of duty, Gannon 
would have been too pure to survive. 

He let Ed start the talking. 

“І knew you'd find out Га been in 
Herb Stevens’ cottage, so I—" 

“А neighbor saw you," Gannon ex- 
plained. “He took your license number.” 

“Sure. Well, my hands are clean. But 
I knew you’d be after me. That’s why I 
phoned. I could have hidden out, but on 
your word that you wouldn’t detain me 
if I came in and told my story—” 

“I won't detain you,” Captain Gannon 
amended, “until I have more reason to 
than I have now." , 

Ed grinned. 

* And you're after more reason. Okay. 
Well, late this afternoon I drove out to 
serve а summons on а man named Bob 
Hodges. While there, I happened to no- 
tice Herb Stevens at the back of a cot- 
tage across the alley from Hodges' back- 
yard. When I was through with Hodges, 
I started downtown. Then I turned back 
and stopped at Herb's cottage. I—” 


“Just a hunch. I was curious. So I 
went to call on Herb. I couldn’t raise 
anyone, so I went in. I found Herb dead. 
Then I called the cops.” 

“And then ran away! Why?” 

“You,” Ed Masson said softly, “might 
not understand.” 

Gannon reached for his pipe. 

“Let’s assume you're telling the truth. 
How long was it from the time you saw 
Stevens until you found him dead?” 

“As near as I can tell, twenty-five 
minutes.” 

“Then he was killed in that time. Did 
you гар anyone else go in his backyard?” 

“ о ” 


“Perhaps the killer entered the front 
door.” 


Clara Wing spun 
cabout, and there 
was a small сиёс- 
matic in her hand 


— 
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“Maybe, but I doubt it. More like he 
arrived after I left Hodges. It could 
have been either way.’ 

“Yes.” Gannon’s pistonlike fingers 
drummed the top of his desk, “You 
hated Stevens enough to kill him, didn’t 
you?” 

Ed smiled grimly. He had known this 
was coming. 

“There are only two or three more 
men in the world,” he admitted placidly, 
“whom I could have killed with more 
pleasure.” 

Captain Gannon’s head bobbed. “It 
was over that trouble you had a year 
or so ago. You were disgraced and re- 
moved from your post. You blamed 
Herb Stevens for that.” 

“Only partly. He was just doing the 
dirty work for someone else.” 

“Someone else! Who?” 

Ed grinned sardonically. 

“From your spot, you should know. 
Councilman Paul Clintona.” 

“Clintona?” Gannon wagged his head. 
“You’re just talking. Anyhow, right 
after that you kept out of sight. Га like 
to know who you were associating with, 
and what you were doing." 

“Т was minding my own business." 

He could have told Gannon easily 
enough, but Ed Masson had no desire to 
bare his bosom. He had been keeping 
out of sight all that time merely to avoid 
being seen by people who might offer 
sympathy. He'd had to make a few 
bucks right along, too. Washing dishes 
in obscure cafés—anything, anywhere, 
so long as he was out of sight. 

Captain Gannon was frowning. Ed, 
watching that hard, ruthless, super-con- 
scientious face, knew that Gannon didn't 
believe him, that he was only keeping 
his hands off Ed's shoulder because of 
that promise that he wouldn't do any- 
thing until he had more evidence. 

Ed got up, swayed on his feet. 

“Т can go now ?" 

“Yes. But first, tell me where you're 
staying." 

“І guess you know. “The Lassen 
Apartments." 

“I know that’s the address on the 
county payroll" said Gannon, "but my 
information is you don't stay there 
much." 

“That’s where I keep my suitcase. I 
доп“ have to stay in the darned place all 
the time." 
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Gannon's face reddened. But when he 
spoke his voice was even. 

"Okay, Masson. On your way." 

Masson found a small café whose an- 
gled dining room had a corner almost 
completely concealed from anyone not 
on the spot. He sat down to a fish din- 


ner. 

The filet of sole held no flavor beyond 
that the lemon gave it, but Ed scarcely 
noticed it. He pondered the motive back 
of the killing of Herb Stevens. It could 
be, he thought, one of three— politics, 
women or money. 

-There were three people he was anx- 
ious to see—Councilman Paul Clintona, 
à woman named Clara Wing and the 
lawyer who ran the Surety Credit Com- 
pany, Rudy Nichols. 

Ed smiled sourly at that. Politics, 
women, money . . . Clintona, Clara, 
Nichols ... Politics, women, money. ... 

Well, he reflected, there might be a 
rough connection. He decided on Rudy 
Nichols first. 

‘Nichols had an office in an old build- 
ing a block or two away. Ed drove there. 
The office was on the second floor. It 
was locked and dark. Ed found the jani- 
tor. Yes, said the janitor, he had seen 
Mr. Nichols leave the office. That was 
before five o'clock. No, he hadn't been 
back. 

Ed went out and got in his coupé. 
Rudy Nichols lived out in the West End, 
a district of class, homes of twenty thou- 
sand dollars and up. It took half an hour 
to drive there. Ed was just turning into 
Nichols’ graveled driveway when an- 
other car drove out. The car was going 
at great speed and had to swerve sud- 
denly to avoid ramming Ed’s coupé. 

A woman was driving. That was all 
Ed had time to see. 


CHAPTER III 
THE COUNCILMAN'S DAUGHTER 


E STOPPED his car quickly. 
He stuck his head out and 
looked backward, but the 

ema other car was out of sight. 
VW Then he eased his coupé 
rane around the curve to the 
front steps. 

He went up and rang the 
bell. A plump woman opened the door. 
Yes, Mr. Nichols was now home, and 
would Ed come in? Ed hung his hat in 
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the hall and was shown into а comfort- 
able den. 

A short large-bellied man arose from 
a deep chair. He was sharp-featured, 
his greenish eyes queerly bright. One 
side of his mouth seemed half an inch 
shorter than the other, making his smile 
lopsided. 

Rudy Nichols was inclined to be fop- 
pish. Just then he was wearing a brown 
velvet jacket. Otherwise, Ed judged, he 
was dressed as he might have been at 
the office. Nichols liked a snug fit. His 
blue-striped vest was stretched across 
his massive stomach so tightly that some 
small object in his vest pocket made a 
tiny but perceptible bulge. 

“Well, Ed!” he said. “Nice to see you. 
You shouldn't be so much of a stranger. 
I don't cross a guy off my list just be- 
cause he plays in hard luck. 

“Tt all depends," Ed retorted. 

Rudy Nichols chuckled. 

*Be bitter if you want to." He re- 
sumed his seat. *What'll you have?" 

“Information.” 

“That’s dry stuff, but suit yourself.” 

S n s about the murder of Herb Stev- 
ens." 


Nichols was very quiet for a moment, : 


as if testing something new and untried. 
One eyebrow moved up slightly. 

*You tel me," Nichols said then. 
“First I’ve heard.” 

Well, that could be. The murder was 
new yet. So Ed told him. 

Nichols listened carefully. 

“Its not very interesting to me, Ed,” 
he said. “Of course I’ve known Herb 
for years. So have you. I’ve not seen 
much of him lately. The only effect of 
his murder, on me, is that I lose a doubt- 
ful debtor.” А 

“Doc Haskell’s bill?” inquired Ed. 

“The same. Of course you knew about 
that—you served the summons on Herb 
a while back. I haven’t collected. Now 
T never will.” 

Ed leaned forward. 

“Why didn’t you collect it?” 

Nichols gently moved an eyebrow 


ag 

S didn't like to press it. I held off 
taking it to court until I could get in 
touch with Herb personally. But I didn't 
see him. He'd moved and left no ad- 
dress." 

“Аз І remember it,” Ed said, “Herb 
was spending money freely after his 


accident, while he was in the hospital." 

“Т believe so, but I had no bill against 
him then." 

"Sure. You have any ideas about a 
possible murderer?" 

“Not me," Nichols said. “Seems 
rather mystifying. ‚ОЁ hand, I say it 
looks like a woman.’ 

“A woman?” 

“Of course I don’t know which 
woman.” Nichols smiled. “It’s no secret 
that Herb was a lady’s man.” Nichols’ 
smile broadened. “As a matter of fact, 
Ed, that was one thing you and Herb 
had in common—wonderful powers with 
the ladies. I’ve often envied you—” 

“Shut up!” Ed's face had gone sud- 
denly gray, and the blue of his eyes 
sharpened into a. blazing light. He 
started out of his chair, his fingers 
working. Then he relaxed and sank back 
and spoke very quietly. 

“You nearly got yourself killed, Nich- 
ols.” 

Air whistled through Nichols’ fright- 
ened lips, 

“Sorry, Ed. Didn’t know you were 
touchy on it.” 

Ed nodded stiffly, as if his neck were 
brittle. 

“That reminds me. Herb was chummy 
with one named Clara Wing. Have you 
seen her lately?” 


З was momentarily sur- 
prise 

“Why, yes,” he said. “I looked her up 
a couple of weeks ago. Thought she 
might be able to tell me where to find 
Herb. She didn’t know—or so she said.” 

“Clara used to live,” suggested Ed, 
“on Armer Street.” 

“Т guess she still does.” Rudy Nichols 
smiled again. “I wonder what the police 
think about all this?” 

«І think Captain Gannon suspects 

“Tt would be a nice way out for the 
cops,” mused Nichols. “But I doubt if 
you did it.” 

“Nice of you.” Ed got up. Nichols got 
up, too. Ed pushed him in the stomach, 
back into his chair, “I can find my way 
out.” 

Nichols watched him as he walked out 
to the hall. As Ed reached for his hat, 
he noticed that Nichols' pearl gray hat, 
hanging near his own, was spotted. 

Councilman Paul Clintona lived in an 
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even swankier neighborhood—houses 
fifty thousand dollars and up. There 
were more steps up from the driveway 
to the front door. It was a bigger door, 
too, and it was opened by a butler. 

The councilman business must be 
good. Well, Ed knew, it was plenty good 
—the way Paul Clintona played it. 

There was no trouble getting in, 
though. The butler said he'd find Mr. 
Clintona, and would Mr. Masson wait in 
the library. 

It was a big room. A few books 
against one wali made it а library, Ed 
supposed. He sat on a divan facing a 
huge fireplace. The room was rather 
dark, the only light coming from a read- 
ing light at the far end. 

He started suddenly. Someone was 
getting out of a chair over by the light 
and moving toward him. She was taller 
than average, and in spite of certain 
stubbornness around mouth and chin, 
She was а good-looker. She was not ex- 
actly pretty, but there was class about 
the way she handled herself and in her 
slim carriage. 

She could be nice, Ed decided. She 
could also be savage. She smiled faintly. 

“Ym Jean Clintona,” she said. 
*Father is around the house somewhere. 
He'll be here." 

“Pm Ed Masson." 

“Т heard the name when you came in. 
Please sit down." 

Ed sat, and Jean Clintona perched in- 
formally on the marble top of а small 
coffee table. She was being friendly, dis- 
creetly hospitable. He had heard of her, 
knew of her, but until this moment had 
never given her a thought. 

Her eyes searched his face. 

“You look tired, Mr. Masson. A 
drink?" 

Ed shook his head. 

“Thanks, but I'm on business.” 


Hus girl nodded gravely. He liked 
her much better than her old man. 
He thought she might be just as tough 
—even tougher, under some .circum- 
stances—but there was an honest, loyal 
Streak in her that she had never got 
from Councilman Paul Clintona. 

There was а movement from the hall. 
The man was tall and big-boned, large- 
featured. It came to Ed suddenly that 
Clintona reminded him of Captain Gan- 
non! That was a strange thing. There 
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could be no more different persons, yet 
they were alike. It was perhaps, a simi-. 
larity of personal power and will and 
disregard of consequences. 

Clintona was Gannon, but without 
Gannon's honesty—without, for that 
matter, any honesty at all. The council- 
man was smiling. He peered at Ed, then 
glanced in amusement at his daughter. 

He spoke to the girl. 

“Т see Masson is up to his old tricks." 

Ed stiffened, but was silent. The girl 
looked quizzical. 

“Tricks! Does he do tricks?" 

Out of Clintona’s throat came a deep 
sinister chuckle, 

“Women, my dear! Women like our 
friend Masson! There’s something about 
him." He turned and smiled at Ed malev- 
olently. “It was a woman, I believe, 
who was his undoing, finally. Eh, Mas- 
son?” x 

Ed sat unmoving, silent, his lips 
twisted. painfully. 

“By the way, it’s a queer coincidence, ` 
Clintona went on, *but it was an auto- 
mobile accident that climaxed that af- 
fair, too, wasn't it? The young lady 
with you was quite crippled, I believe. 
Won't recover for years, if ever." 

Jean Clintona was clearly interested. 

“That’s too bad." She was watching 
Ed’s face. “Who was she?" 

Ed's face had grayed again. The fin- 
gers of his clasped hands were clutching 
each other until the tips were white. He 
had it in his heart to kill Paul Clintona, 
right now, in cold blood. But he didn’t 
move, didn’t speak. And Clintona con- 
tinued talking to the girl. 

“Oh, she was just another girl. A 
dancer or something. It’s useless to ask 
Masson about her. He couldn’t be ex- 
pected to retain an interest in a crippled 
woman.” 

The urge to kill rose higher in Ed’s 
breast. But still he sat motionless, the 
blood pounding at his temples. And then 
Ed spoke to the girl, very softly. 

“Your father is inaccurate. I am not 
flattered. I don’t even like it. And, as 
far аз that accident was concerned, your 
father was the criminal!” 

The girl seemed unmoved, but inter- 
ested. Clintona was amused. , 

“Was I there?” he said. 

“No.” Ed peered steadily at Jean 
Clintona. “I was in charge of the dis- 
trict attorney’s force of investigators. 
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Your father didn’t like me. I was work- 
ing on a corruption case which, when 
completed, would have blown him out of 
office, perhaps into the penitentiary.” 

“You didn’t complete the case?” que- 
ried the girl, with a bare glance at her 
father. 

“No. An important witness in the 
case was a young woman. She was not 
involved herself, but she was dancing in 
a certain night club and had seen things 
there that constituted valuable evidence. 
She was placed in custody as a material 
witness, with her own consent. Await- 
ing the trial, she was living in a hotel 
under guard. 

“Now, this young woman had a sister 
out in the country who was ill. She got 
a message that her sister was worse and 
might die. As she had been instructed, 
she called me. 

“І picked her up at the hotel and 
drove her out to the country. On a dark 
road we ran into an obstruction and the 
car was wrecked." Ed got busy rolling а 
cigarette, then looked up and spoke. 

*You may have noticed, Miss Clin- 
tona, that very often in car wrecks the 
driver is not as badly hurt as the person 
sitting alongside of him. It was so in 
this case I was not much injured. The 
young woman was almost killed." 


OUNCILMAN PAUL CLINTONA 

had been listening calmly, appar- 
ently quite unperturbed that his daugh- 
ter should be told all this. The girl was 
grave, but no more disturbed than her 
father. 

“The whole affair, including the acci- 
dent, was arranged by your father, Miss 
Clintona." 

She nodded, as if neither surprised 
nor shocked. 


SIGHT TESTER 


Guess which line is the longer— 
but don't bet on i 


“The actual work was done by a man 
named Herb Stevens," Ed added. 


“Oh p 
girl's quick short response 
brought Ed's eyes up sharply. But the 
light in her eyes was quickly subdued. 

*You can see how it was worked," Ed 
proceeded. "Liquor had been planted in 
my car. The idea was to kill one or both 
of us. If that failed, we would at least 
be discredited. For an officer to take а 
woman witness out on а spree is a seri- 
ous infraction. I might have had a 
chance, but your father used all his in- 
fluence behind the scenes. I was out!" 

Jean Clintona regarded Ed keenly. 
She did not question his story. Somehow 
Ed felt that she believed every word he 
said—a strange girl, but that wasn’t 
surprising in the daughter of а man so 
completely and malevolently cynical as 
Paul Clintona. 

And obviously Clintona himself was 
quite unabashed at being so unpleas- 
antly revealed to his daughter. He spoke 
briskly. 

“Now that that’s over, what's on your 
mind?" 

“The murder of Herb Stevens." 

*Oh, that." 

*You knew about it?" 

*Naturally I heard about it. The po- 
lice phoned me a little while ago as а 
matter of routine." 

“That’s all you know about it?" 

*Should I know more?" 

“Tt could be. Herb did a lot of dirty 
work for you in times past. Since that 
accident he had he's been useless. He 
might have become quite a nuisance." 

Clintona chuckled. 

*You mean he knew too much? Per- 
haps he did. But do you believe I would 
kill him for that?" [Turn page] 
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“You'd kill him," Ed said. "You'd 
kill him yourself if it wasn’t convenient 
to get someone else to do it for you.” 

Clintona inspected the palm of his 
hand. 

He looked up, smiling. 

"You're out of your depth, Masson. 
You wouldn't expect me to plead guilty 
to murder, would you? Аз I see it, 
you're the one to answer questions. You 
were admittedly in Herb's house," smil- 
ing blandly. “Don’t forget that.” 

*Pure coincidence," Ed cut in. 

“Perhaps. But that's weak. You had 
the motive." 

*You can cut it short, Clintona. I 
didn't do it, and you know it." 

Clintona waved his hand, 

“Okay. But I’m busy. You'd better 
run along." 

Ed was motionless for а moment. 
Well, he couldn't get any more out of 
Clintona. He didn't want to go, but 
what was the use? 

, He got up. Jean Clintona spoke hur- 


riedly. 

“ГІ show him out, Father." 

Clintona made no objection. The girl 
walked out to the hall with Ed. Just as 
they reached there, the butler was ad- 
mitting a man at the front door. Ed 
halted a moment. He knew this fellow 
by sight—a tall, broad man of about 
thirty. His face was too full, and there 
was too much meat around his middle, 
making him look ponderous for his 
а; 


ge. 
Jean Clintona smiled at the man, 
“Oh, hello, Roger,” she said, and 
turned to Ed. “Mr, Masson, Mr. Kup- 
т; 
Roger Kupper smiled fatuously and 
shook hands without energy. He said 
vaguely that he was pleased to meet Mr. 
Masson, and Ed grunted something back 
at him, 
“Be with you in a minute,” the girl 


said. 

She walked down the steps with Ed to 
his car. 

"What time is it?" she said. Ed 
turned his wrist up. 

“Теп after nine." 

She lowered her voice. 

"Td like to talk to you. How about 
ten o'clock at the Bronson ?" 

In spite of himself, Ed felt himself 
tingling throughout his length. 

“Okay,” he said. 


CHAPTER IV 
DOCUMENTARY EVIDENCE 


ASHBOARD lights faintly il- 
lumined the lines of Ed 
Masson's face, deepened by 
reflective frowning. 

\ That large hunk of stuffed 

URN. shirt he had run into in the 
x hal, Roger Kupper—it 

didn't seem possible that he 

had anything to do with the murder of 

Herb Stevens, and yet there might be a 

connection. Roger Kupper, Ed knew, 

belonged to the great banking family. 

The Kuppers were untouchables, very 

rich, very aloof. 

Ed parked his car in the lot back of 
the Bronson and went in. The Bronson 
had a reputation, but it was small. The 
bar was in a smaller room off the main 
hall, and Ed went there. From an end 
stool he could watch the hall; the nu- 
merous mirrors helped that. He ordered 
buttermilk. 

Jean Clintona was three minutes 
ahead of time. She was, Ed thought, a 
smash in her tailored suit and furs. He 
saw her by way of the mirrors as she 
entered, went to meet her. 

“ГІ find a table,” he said. 

“No,” she said. *I'll take the bar." 

They returned to the bar, and she 
ordered а bacardi. She swiveled on the 
stool and eyed Ed coolly. 

“You know, Father was right. You 
do have something. I don’t doubt that 
women—” 

“Thanks,” Ed cut in curtly. “But I 
don’t believe you left Roger Kupper to 
come here just because you like me. By 
the way, how did you get away from 
him?” 

Jean Clintona touched a gold lighter 
to a cigarette. Her voice came through 
the smoke. 

“Roger is rather easy to handle. I'm 
going to marry him, you know." 

*[ didn't know." 

“Yes, three weeks from tomorrow." 
She smiled. *Roger is а bit stuffy, but 
he's what I need." 

*Very rich and very respectable, eh ?" 

*Exactly." 

“Perhaps,” Ed reflected aloud, “he’s 
what your father needs, too." 
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Her eyes calculated him. 

“Tt’s this murder,” she said. “You say 
you didn’t do it, but you were on the 
spot at the time.” 

“Very shortly after,” amended Ed. 

“Will you please tell me what you 
saw?” 

“In Herb Stevens’ 
mean ?” 

“Yes. Tell me in detail.” 

Ed told her. 

She listened intently. Ed felt that she 
was missing nothing. Then she thought 
a little while. 

“Yowre sure you noticed nothing 
else?” 

“What else would you expect me to 
see?” 

She didn’t answer that. 

“Do you know if Herb Stevens was in 
close touch with anyone else?” she said. 

“I don’t know. Apparently he was 
living alone.” 

“Yes. But he might have been in con- 
tact—with a woman, perhaps?” 

Ed thought of Clara Wing. 

“Possibly,” he conceded. 


EAN CLINTONA seemed very calm, 
but Ed thought that beneath the 
placid surface there was a hint of des- 
peration. Suddenly she leaned toward 


im. 

*Td like to hire you." 

“Tve got a job," Ed said. “If I took 
one from you I might lose the one I've 
got. I work for the sheriff." 

*Oh, that! I don't believe you really 
like it. The one I offer would pay ten 
thousand dollars!” 

"Ten thousand! Your own money?" 

*My Father's." 

“Аһ. Does he know you're offering it 
to me?" 

“Т don't have to answer that." 

*Okay. But you wouldn't expect me to 
work blind. Га have to know what you 
want me to do." 

Jean Clintona’s eyes had hardened, 
and they reminded Ed of her father's. 

“РЇЇ take а chance on that," she said. 
*Somewhere there's а paper—a docu- 
ment. It must be either in Herb Stevens’ 
cottage or in the possession of someone 
who was close to him. That document 
has my name in it!" 

For a little while Ed Masson just 
stared at her. That ten thousand dollars 
—what couldn't he do with it! On the 


cottage, you 


other hand, he could see the grief he was 
heading into. 

“What kind of a document?" he-said 
abruptly. 

She shook her head. 

“T won’t tell you that. If you find it, 
you'll know what it is, and I trust you 
enough to turn it over to me and keep 
quiet about it. But if you don't find it, 
I'd rather you didn't know about it." 

"Then ГЇЇ know it just because it 
mentions you?” 

*Right." 

“Okay.” 

“Good! I think you’ll have to work 
fast. And I’d suggest you don’t worry 
about who killed Herb Stevens.” 

“That,” Ed said softly, “I won't 
promise.” 

Jean Clintona’s face wore a scowl for 
a moment, and for the first time it 
seemed to Ed that she was visibly nerv- 
ous. But she spoke briskly. 

“Tf you want me, Ill be at home.” 

She slid off the stool, smiled and 
strolled out. Through the mirrors, and 
thoughtfully, Ed Masson watched her 
go. Well, he was really in for it now. He 
waited five minutes. 

He chose a visit to Clara Wing as his 
first assignment. Herb's cottage would 
have to come later. He edged his coupé 
against the curb of a small brick build- 
ing. 

There were four flats, two upstairs, 
two down. A car was parked opposite 
the front door. Ed glanced curiously at 
the car, and mounted five steps to the 
bunched doors. He scrutinized the cards 
above the mailboxes. Clara Wing had 
the top floor on the south side. 

He stepped back to the sidewalk. 
Three of the flats were quite dark, but 
light yellowed the drawn shades of the 
windows of the top south flat. 


E WALKED up the steps again, ex- 

tended a finger to press the bell- 
button of Clara’s flat. He hesitated. The 
door had a Yale lock. He could not get in 
unless Clara herself were in the mood to 
admit him. She might not want to see 
him—not tonight. 

Rapidly, he rounded the building and 
sped along the side to the rear. The 
small backyard was fenced in. Outside 
stairways latticed the baek of the build- 
ing. Quietly, Ed moved up the south 
stairway until he reached the platform 
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outside Clara’s back door. 

He stood close to the door, and lis- 
tened. He could hear a clatter inside, 
but no voices, Clara was quite busy— 
but alone. 

Ed tried the door, It was not locked 
or bolted. He pressed on the old-fash- 
ioned latch, and pushed, carefully. He 
was in а small hallway. 'The clatter was 
louder. He moved on through the hall- 
way into the kitchen, The kitchen was 
lighted, and in disorder. The noise came 
from beyond. 

Ed stepped quickly across to the open 
door of the living room. А woman was 
coming through another door, to the 
right. She was dressed for the street. 
The living room was chaotic with odd 
articles of clothing strewn about, A suit- 
case and а handbag were in the middle 
of the floor, strapped and locked. 

*Going somewhere, Clara?" he said 
abruptly. 

The woman turned, startled, furious. 
Her hair was a sullen red, her large eyes 
an angry blue, her full-lipped mouth 
twisted in a surly arc. Her unbuttoned 
coat hung loosely against a lithe full 
figure. Jade earrings swung from her 
ears, but her clenched fingers were with- 
out the ring that was part of the set. 

The expression on her face rippled 
from rage to а tolerant contempt. 

*So it's Ed „Masson! 1" 

“The same," 

"You're off your beat, aren't you? 
Your job doesn't call for bustin into à 
lady's home. I could get you chucked out 
by simply calling the cops!” 

*But you won't," suggested Ed. 

Zr WO And why? Because I don't 
like cops. Anyhow, I’m on my way out. 
Something you want?” 

Ed eyed her thoughtfully. 

“Its late for you to be going out, 
Clara. Alone, too! From the looks of 
things, you're not going outfor a drink." 

Clara Wing laughed. It occurred to 
Ed that she laughed a little like Babe. 
She talked in much the same husky tone 
of voice, too. But he liked Babe's laugh, 
and her voice, much better, 

"My rent is paid in advance," she 
said. Ya can quit the joint any time I 
W. pm 

*Mind telling me where you're 
goin 27. 

"That's a bright question !” 

“Or why you're moving?” 


LARA stepped calmly across the 

room and adjusted a hat which was 
very small and looked as if it had a 
winding canal down the middle of it. 
Watching Ed in the mirror, she spoke 
softly. 

“What’s your angle?" 

“You’re not telling me," Ed said, 
*that you don't know your old pal, Herb 
Stevens, was murdered a few hours 
ago!" 

“I heard it on the radio." 

“You visited him in that cottage, 
huh?" 

She smiled. 

*What makes you think so?" 

“I noticed he'd had his bandages 
changed. Looks like a woman's job." 

She turned and looked at Ed directly. 

* You're alone?" 

out. 

She nodded. 

“I believe you. I always liked you, 
Ed. Well, between the two of us, the 
answer is yes. But you can't make any- 


.thing out of that, and you'd better not 


Lt 

Ed sat on the edge of a chair. 

“When you were in the cottage, did 
you see anything of а document that 
might be of interest to a young woman 
in high society ?" 

Clara Wing frowned, puzzled. Then 
her eyes brightened. 

“It’s foolish to ask too many ques- 
tions, Ed." She stood very still for a 
moment. *Say, you were there, too. You 
didn't happen to see anything that 
might have belonged to me? 

“I don't think so. Did you leave some- 
thing there?” 

“Not if you didn’t see anything. Well, 
I'm on my way!” 

“You’re not leaving,” Ed said, “until 
you tell me—” 

“Oh, but I am!” Clara Wing swung 
about, 'and there was a small automatic 
in her hand. “I said I liked you, but 
don’t let that fool you.” She smiled 
suddenly. “You can help me, darling. 
Just tote my bags out this way!” 

Ed looked at the gun, at the baggage. 
This was no time to start a battle. Any- 
how, he had never had a stomach for 
any sort of a battle with a woman. 

He picked up the bags. Clara marched 
behind him. At her front door, she 
reached around and opened it. Just out- 
side was the landing. 
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“Just set ’em down out there," she 
said pleasantly, 

Ed stepped out and set them down. 

“Now, get back in.” : 

She followed him back, prodded him 
all the way thro: the flat and locked 
the back door. en she turned him 
around and marched him to the front 
door again. She laughed. 

“Tt’s all yours, sweetheart.” 

She stepped through the door, 
slammed it shut and locked it. Ed was 
alone. In a few moments, he heard the 
car outside purr into motion. 

He tried the door. It was a modern 
lock, and he couldn’t work it. He hur- 
ried through the flat to the back door. 
Clara Wing had taken the key, but this 
was just an old-fashioned lock. In the 
kitchen, Ed found some sharp-edged 
kitchen utensils. It took him about five 
minutes to spring the lock. 

Well, Clara would be on her way by 
now. No use trying to follow. Ed.hesi- 
tated on the outside landing, then re- 
turned to the flat. In the living room he 
had noticed a telephone. He called a 
number. А woman's voice answered. 


“Ні, Babe," Ed said huskily. “Still 
waiting?” 

“Right here,” said the woman, “You 
okay ?" 


*Sure. It's taking longer than I fig- 
ured. Do you mind?" 

“All I ask is that you get here all in 
one piece." 

Ed Masson grinned. 

*You're wonderful" he said, and 
hung up. 


CHAPTER V 
DEATH OF A SHYSTER 


D DROVE cautiously out to- 
ward the Woodling district. 
Checking back over the items 
he had noted, he couldn't 
agree with Jean Clintona. 
She seemed to think that 
document was either at the 
cottage or in the possession 

of some friend of Herb’s, probably 

Clara. Ed couldn’t see it either way. 

But he did want to try out something 
near Herb's cottage—a small thing, but 
it might be important. No doubt Cap- 
tain Gannon would have the cottage 
under close watch ight, 

Ed parked the coupé some distance 
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from the cottage, on a different street. 
He walked up the street paralleling the 
one on which Herb’s cottage faced. This 
brought him to the home of old Bob 
Hodges. He quietly crossed the front 
lawn, walked silently along the side of 
the house. 

As he trod past the dark windows, he 
wondered uneasily if the old fellow were 
sleeping. БЕБУ not. He would be in 
bed, but not sleeping—not under the 
threat of having his home tied up in a 
court action. 

Ed picked his way carefully through 
the cabbages at the rear of the house. 
He neared the low fence that bordered 
the narrow alley. It was an old picket 
fence, about five feet high, Ed crouched, 
so that he could peer through the slats. 

Overhead was a quarter moon. It 
made some light, not much. He watched 
Herb Stevens’ backyard. For some time 
nothing beyond the fence across the way 
and the neglected garden was visible. 
Then, abruptly, he stiffened. 

In one corner of the yard was a lone 
tree, a spindly willow. Something 
against the trunk of the tree had moved 
slightly. It was one of Captain Gannon’s 
men, of course. 

Ed backed away from the fence. Some 
twenty feet distant was the tall sprin- 
kler that he had observed on his first 
visit to Hodges. He followed the ground 
pipe that led from the sprinkler to the 
wheel-type faucet with which it was 
connected. Quickly, he turned it on. 

Soon came the gentle swishing of 
water beyond and overhead. A few 
drops reached Ed and struck him in the 
face. Ed could not see the water, but he 
piece it had a radius of about forty 

eet. 

He listened intently. Then he dis- 
tinctly heard a muffled but vigorous 
curse. 

He smiled grimly. The circling water- 
drops had been flung beyond the fence 
and had baptized Captain Gannon’s 
lurking watcher! He turned off the 
sprinkler and sped through the Hodges 
garden, back to his coupé. 


IS fingers rested on the wheel 
loosely, but his eyes were narrowed 
in hard concentration. He thought he 
had proved a point. More than that, he 
had worked out the general pattern of 
the whole scheme. Part of the pattern 
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might be probable, but he had to fill in 
the unproved sections with guesses. 

And there was one big chance he'd 
have to take. Maybe he'd better phone 
Babe again. She might help. 

He stopped at an all-night drug store, 
went in, used the pay phone and came 
out again walking fast. 

It took him some time to reach Coun- 
cilman Paul Clintona's house. The front 
door opened a few seconds after his 
ring. Well, the butler was still up. Ed 
TW shown into the same room as be- 

ore. 

This time it was Clintona himself 
who arose from a chair. His balled fists 
thrust deep in the pockets of а house 
jacket, Clintona faced him. 

*What now, Masson ?" 

“I was looking for your daughter," 
Ed said. 

Clintona glared. 

“You can talk to me. I—" 

*Of course, Father," cut in а voice. 
Jean Clintona came through the hall 
door, smiling faintly and holding a let- 
ter she had been reading in her hand. 
“But Га like to be in on it." She turned 
to Ed. “Were you successful?” 

“Not yet.” 

Disappointment shaded her face. But 
her voice was quite calm: 

‘Then why are you calling?” 

Ed pulled thoughtfully at the flesh 
under his chin. He was playing for time 
now, and more than half afraid it 
wasn't going to do him any good. The 
girl dropped into a chair near him. Her 
father’s lank form was bent against the 
edge of a table. | 

“You wanted me to recover a certain 
document for you,” Ed said to the girl. 
“I agreed to that, but I did not agree to 
forget the murder of Herb Stevens.” 

The skin around the girl’s mouth 
tightened. She was silent. And Paul 
Clintona’s very stillness was a threat. 
Dragging out the seconds, Ed concen- 
trated on the rolling of a cigarette. 

“What puzzled me was the motive,” 
he went on. “Why should anyone kill 
Herb? He was on the downgrade, broke, 
ae crippled, not able to do anything. 

быы" 


Ed was cut short. The butler was ad- 
mitting someone at the front door, then 
protesting. A commotion in the hall was 
followed by the appearance of a man at 
the library door. 


He stood there, for a moment. Rudy 
Nichols, thought Ed, carried a burden 
on his mind. He was quiet enough, but 
the green of his eyes was flecked, and 
his short-ended mouth was queerly 
twisted. 

He paid no attention to Jean. He 
barely noticed Ed Masson. He was star- 
ing fixedly at Councilman Paul Clintona. 
But Clintona was unperturbed. He 
smiled. 

“Well, come in, Nichols. What’s on 
your mind?" 

Rudy Nichols came in. His step was 
light, as if he were unconsciously trying 
to approach an enemy without noise. 

“Plenty,” he said. “Clara Wing 
phoned me!” 

Clintona’s frown was mildly puzzled. 

YEST 

Nichols was wordless for a little 
while. Ed Masson watched warily—he 
couldn’t be sure how this would go. Then 
Nichols spoke tightly. 

“You can’t frame me, Clintona! I 
won’t let you!” 


LINTONA was still untroubled, but . 

bewildered. Ed had his eyes on 
Nichols mostly. He hadn’t quite ex- 
pected this. He couldn't restrain a fleet- 
ing smile. The fear of Paul Clintona had 
certainly broken loose inside this shy- 
Ster's hide! 

Well, that was natural. Everybody 
was afraid of Clintona. He was the sort 
who inspired fear in people at first 
touch, Clintona was. Even people who 
worked with him as pals and partners 
were, under the surface, in terror of 


im. 

That fear had surged up in Rudy 
Nichols now. It had twisted his judg- 
ment as intense heat warps metal. Clin- 
tona spoke calmly. 

"You're not making sense, my 
friend." 

“No?” The hysteria in Nichols’ voice 
at last had pushed out in a squeaky so- 
prano. *I know you, Clintona! You'd 
stab your own mother in the back to 
save yourself! As I said, Clara Wing 
phoned me, after she talked to you. She 
put me wise, but you won't frame me! 
She told me—" 

“You’re mad!" snapped Clintona. “I 
haven't talked to the woman." 

Nichols laughed unpleasantly. 

*You expect me to believe that? I'm 
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no fool. Clara wouldn’t doublecross me. 
No, you’re not going to get away with 
it, Clintona!” Nichels’ mouth lifted high 
on one side in a painful grin. “I’m not 
going to give you a chance!” s 

He drew an automatic from under his 
coat. 

Ed Masson was motionless. Not a 
word, not a sign, came from Jean Clin- 
tona, but she was standing now. 

“Nichols, yowre an ass,” Clintona 
said angrily. 

“You,” retorted Nichols, “may be 
smart, but you’ll be—” 

He jerked up his gun—but too late. 
Clintona’s hand had come out of his 
jacket pocket and instantly his gun 
blazed. 

There was blank astonishment on 
Rudy Nichols’ face. He was curled up 
on the rug before the echo of the shots 
died away. His pearl gray hat toppled 
off his head as he fell and rolled awk- 
wardly away. 

Ed watched the body on the floor, but 
it did not move. He looked at Paul Clin- 
tona, and saw that his face was still 
flushed with anger. He glanced at the 
girl and noted that her face was pale 
and her eyes bright, but without panic 
as she seated herself in a chair. 

For a little while they were motion- 
less. Ed’s brain seethed. This was more 
than he had expected. Rudy Nichols was 
obviously dead—and killed by Council- 
man Paul Clintona! 

Then Clintona turned to look at Ed, 
and his eyes were calculating, as if he 
were uncertain where Ed stood in all 
this. Ed noticed that and nodded. 

“Т guess you’re in the clear on this, 
Clintona. But you'd better get the cops 
here quickly.” 

“Yes,” murmured Clintona. “Yes.” 
He strode out to the hall. 

Instantly, Ed was on his feet, then 
down on his knees at Nichols’ side. He 
glanced up at Jean Clintona. She leaned 
forward, watching, Ed spoke softly. 

“Watch me closely. Please note par- 
ticularly which pockets I do not search.” 

She nodded. With careful fingers, he 
prodded into Nichols’ inside coat pock- 
ets. He brought out a number of papers. 
The girl watched as he shuffled through 
them. He selected one, put the others 
back in the pockets, got up. 

“For me?” the girl said anxiously. 

“Not yet,” said Ed. He thrust the 


paper in his own pocket. “This isn’t 
over yet.” 

Jean Clintona seemed on the point of 
argument, then leaned back and closed 
her eyes. 

Soon Clintona returned. He was still 
carrying his automatic. He dropped into 
a chair and laid the gun on the table be- 
side him, 

“When the cops get here,” he said, 
*you'd better get the story right, Mas- 
son. Just follow my lead.” 

Ed smiled. 

“ГІ follow my own lead," he said. 
* Yours might take me where I don't 
want to go." He watched the suspicion 
mount in Clintona's face, added quietly, 
“We might be able to play the same 
game—for a while." 

That didn’t banish Clintona's suspi- 
cion, but apparently he thought of 
something and got up. He knelt beside 
the body. Ed’s gaze followed his move- 
ments tensely. Naturally, Clintona 
would want to search Nichols. Clin- 
tona rummaged through the same pock- 
ets as Ed had, and the trousers’ pockets, 
too—but not the vest pockets. 

He didn’t find anything he wanted to 
remove, and Ed sighed gently as Clin- 
tona got up again. He was relieved. 
Clintona, of course, was thinking only 
of papers. 

Soon Captain Gannon came with a 
couple of his men. Ed Masson held his 
nerves in place with an effort; this was 
going to be difficult. 


CHAPTER VI 
INCOME OF A CORPSE 


fon Mag ANNON made a preliminary 
examination, his stern fea- 
Р: tures immobile. Then he 
ү 27 glanced at Clintona. 


$22] 
С? 
А “You say you shot him, 
: Councilman ?". 
Clintona nodded calmly. 
*[ had to do it. Nichols 
came barging in here while I was en- 
gaged. He was obviously distraught. 
His talk was quite incoherent, but as 
nearly as I could make it, he wanted me 
to protect him from а murder charge." 
Clintona peered at Ed, “That right, 
Masson?” 

“Approximately,” said Ed. 

“Murder charge! What murder 
charge?” queried Gannen. 
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“That Herb Stevens killing.” Clintona 
shrugged. “It’s all news to me, of course. 
But Nichols was insistent. Apparently 
he thought I could influence the course 
of the investigation. Anyhow, I refused, 
and he came at me with a gun. Luckily 
I beat him to it.” 

: "That's right, you beat him to it," put 
in Ed. 

Gannon was astonished. 

“We had no idea Nichols had any- 
thing to do with the Stevens affair.” 

“No doubt he expected you to get 
around to him before long, Captain,” Ed 
said. “As a matter of fact, Га done some 
work on it, and found a little evidence.” 

Gannon’s gaze focused on Ed. 

“You found evidence?” 

“Yes. Not much, but something. I 
called on Rudy Nichols at his house a 
few hours ago. I had previously learned 
that he had left his office late in the 
afternoon and had not returned. Obvi- 
ously he had gone on а short trip some- 
where and then straight to his house.” 

“You saw something at his house?” 

“Yes. In the hallway. One hat was 
hanging there, certainly the one he had 
been wearing. A pearl gray hat.” Ed 
pointed. “There it is over there, on the 
floor. You know how fussy Nichols was 
with his clothes. 

“Tf any of his wearing apparel be- 
eame only slightly soiled, he'd get it 
cleaned as soon as possible. So I noticed 
that the hat appeared to have been 
rained on. At least, the spots on it 
looked like raindrops." 

Gannon dropped on а knee and ex- 
amined the hat.  . 

“Raindrops! But it hasn't rained in 
this part of the country for over a 
month !" 

Ed chuckled grimly. 

*Exactly. So how did the spots get 
there? Well, about twenty minutes be- 
fore Herb was murdered, I was visiting 
a man named Hodges who lived across 
the alley from Herb's place. Hodges had 
a water sprinkler goiig near the rear of 
his garden. It was about ten feet tall, 
and threw water quite a distance." 

Gannon's brows met in a frown. 

“You’re telling me that the drops on 
Nichols’ hat came from that sprinkler?” 

“Right. I went back out there later 
to test it. The sprinkler threw water 
across the alley into Herb’s backyard. It 
would have been impossible for Nichols 


to go in the back way without getting 
splashed.” 

“Ah!” Gannon muttered. “Well, that’s 
an indication. Not conclusive, though.” 

“Fair enough,” agreed Ed. “But 
here’s another item. Not more than an 
hour before Herb was killed, he had an- 
other visitor!” 


D COULD see that Clintona was lis- 

tening closely, checking every word, 

ready to jump in instantly if he thought 
his own position was jeopardized. 

“Who?” Gannon said. 

“A lady named Clara Wing,” Ed said. 
“You know about her. She had been a 
pal of Herb’s for a long time. While she 
was there she helped him dress wounds 
he still had from his auto accident. You 
no doubt saw the dirty bandages in the 
bathroom.” 

“Any way of proving she was there?” 
Gannon demanded. 

Ed grinned. 

“If you can catch up with her. She's 
on the lam right now. However, when 
Clara was working with Herb in the 
bathroom, I think she took a ring off her 
finger.” - 

“A ring?" 

*Yes. It would be а natural thing to 
do. She took it off—and forgot to put it 
back on. When I last saw Clara she was 
leaving her flat, She was wearing those 
jade earrings of hers. She always wore 
a finger-ring to match, but she wasn't 
wearing one tonight. Incidentally, she 
asked me if Га seen anything of hers in 
Herb's cottage." 

Gannon squinted at Ed shrewdly. 

“A jade ring, eh? Where does Nichols 
fit in with that?” 

“Nichols arrived at the cottage after 
Clara left—in fact, after I left Hodges. 
He got Herb’s gun unknown to Herb, 
then went into the bathroom to get that 
towel to hold the gun under. While he 
was in the bathroom, he saw the ring. 
Either because he was a natural chiseler, 
or because he thought it might lead to 
him through Clara, he picked it up." 

“You can prove that?” 

*Nothing easier." Ed turned briskly 
to Jean Clintona. “You’ve been in this 
room every second. You can swear I 
haven't touched Nichols’ vest pockets?” 

Jean Clintona was not nervous, be- 
yond touching her lips with her tongue. 
Nichols’ vest pockets? Yes, she could: 
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swear Ed hadn’t touched them. 

“Nichols was careless on that one 
point," Ed said, “Не just put the ring 
in his vest pocket and left it there. I no- 
ticed the bulge when I was at his house. 
Also I pushed him back in his chair 
when he got up to Show me out, so I felt 
it. It's still there!” 

Captain Gannon was on his knee 
again. In a moment he was up, twid- 
dling à jade ring between thumb and 
forefinger. An echo of a sigh came from 
Jean Clintona. Gannon’s grim face 
somehow seemed a little pleased. 

*Quite good, Masson," he said, *Not а 
complete case, 'of course, but —" 

"You can make it complete, sir, by 
checking up on Nichols movements 
after he left his office." 

“That’s so. And we'll need a motive." 

“Maybe you can find one," Ed said 
soothingly, *but if you don't—well, you 
don't have to take the guy to court any- 
way.” 

“True.” Gannon turned to Clintona. 
“Well, we'll get this mess cleaned up and 
get out of here. We can get together on 
it in the morning.” 


ILINTONA nodded agreement. Ed 
observed. that the councilman’s face 
was grave, It took half an hour for Gan- 
non and his men to remove the body and 
complete their work. As Captain Gan- 
non finally started to leave, he came 
back from the door and dropped a huge 
hand on Ed's shoulder. 

The smile that came to Gannon’s rock- 
hewn face was:almost gentle. 

“Splendid, Masson!" he said. “I—ah 
—] wish you'd drop іп at my office some 
day, soon. Like to talk to you!” 

Еа hadn’t expected this, either—a 
chance to get back to real work! His 
heart thumped, but he merely nodded. 

“Thanks. ГЇЇ be around.” 

Gannon followed his men out. And 
the three of them sat there in threat- 
laden silence—Ed Masson and Paul 
Clintona and the girl. 

Then Clintona spoke brusquely. 

“You can go now, Masson. You played 
along all right with Gannon, and for 
that you can go without getting your 
heart blown out. But you’d better go.’ 

“Not yet,” cut in Ed sharply. "We've 
got Rudy Nichols stuck with that mur- 
der, but there's another angie, Clin- 
tona!" 


Clintona frowned. 

*What other angle?" 

“The motive," Ed said. “Why Nichols 
killed Herb Stevens. And that, Clintona, 
brings us to your part!” 

Paul Clintona stared at Ed, then 
grinned thinly. 

“So I had a part!” 

“You instigated it!” 

Clintona laughed. 

“You have that figured out?” 

“Easily. There are several facts. You 
have to put the facts together to make 
the picture. Take the first fact—Herb 
Stevens was living out in that cottage. 
He didn’t belong there. It wasn’t his 
sort of a place. 

“Why was he there? Because he had 
to keep out of sight. But why keep out 
of sight? Because he was scared. And 
why was he scared? Because he was 
doing something that would make some- 
one sore. But who could he make that 
sore? Who, but his old boss—you!” 

“So Herb was up to something affect- 
ing me, eh? Wonder what it could have 
been ?' 

“Let’s take another fact. Your daugh- 
ter asked me to find а certain document 
that involved her, a document that Herb 
had, if he hadn't given it to someone 
else. That document, it seemed to me, 
was the heart of the whole business!” 

Clintona was quietly derisive. 

“You know what it was?” 

“Гуе seen it! And before I saw it, I 
had it worked out. Now another fact— 
Nichols had a bill against Herb and had 
ү, located him.” 

1 ” 

“A doctor’s bill, dating back to Herb’s 
auto accident—and that was another 
fact, that accident.” 

“What else?” Clintona said impa- 
tiently. 

“Stijl another fact. Herb’s bill was 
over fifteen hundred dollars. He rarely 
had that much, yet he paid most of the 
bill. Of course, he ran out of money and 
couldn’t pay the balance.” 

“What about the bill?” 

Ed spread his hands. 

“The point is, where did he get all the 
money right after his aceident? Where 
could he get it—except from you! And 
why did you give it to him? To keep him 
quiet! To keep him quiet about what?" 

uid gazed at Clintona, and then at the 
girl. 
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“To keep him from telling that it was 
Miss Clintona who was in the car with 
him when it cracked up!” 


CHAPTER VII 
STALEMATE 


AUL CLINTONA and his 
daughter were both silent. 

“Now we can put the facts 
together,” Ed went on qui- 
etly. “We start with Herb’s 
accident. Herb was found in 
the car alone. But I think 
that not only was Miss Clin- 
tona with him—she was driving the саг! 

“It would have been bad medicine 
for Councilman Clintona if it had been 
made public that his daughter and Herb 
Stevens were together in a traffic acci- 
dent. So the young lady, not being badly 
injured, promptly fled the scene. And 
you, Clintona, got to Herb and paid him 
off as soon as possible. 

“Good enough. But later on, Herb, his 
money gone, was served with a sum- 
mons for the unpaid balance of his doc- 
tor bill. Rudy Nichols now owned that 
bill. Obviously Herb couldn’t pay, but 
Nichols, always the shyster, saw a 
chance for bigger money. 

“Apparently, working on Herb, Nich- 
ols had learned about Miss Clintona 
being in the auto crash with Herb. So 
Nichols’ scheme would be this—Herb 
Stevens was to file suit against Miss 
Clintona for damages, on the basis that 
she was the negligent driver of the car! 

“That would bring it into open court 
and make plenty of publicity, with an 
election coming up. And the Kuppers 
might raise the roof about your daugh- 
ter going out with a tramp like Ste- 
vens.” Ed smiled genially. “A very fine 
set-up for legal blackmail.” 

Both father and daughter were listen- 
ing tensely, but neither made comment. 

“However, Nichols needed evidence to 
support Herb’s suit for damages,” Ed 
went on, “he had to have some sort of 
proof that Miss Clintona was with Herb, 
driving the car. For that he needed an 
eye witness. He also needed another 
witness by way of self-protection. So he 
got Clara Wing! 

“Now, I don’t know if Clara actually 
saw Miss Clintona in the car. It’s pos- 
sible. She was Herb’s special pal, and 
тау have been jealous enough to follow 


them in another car, In any case, she 
was willing to swear she saw them. She 
did so. That, of course, was the docu- 
ment Miss Clintona was so anxious to 
get—Clara Wing’s affidavit! Miss Clin- 
tona’s approaching marriage with Roger 
Kupper made it absolutely necessary 
that she get it!” 

Ed Masson smiled at the girl, but her 
face was a mask. 

“It looks as if Herb wouldn't hand the 
statement to Nichols," he continued. 
*Probably wouldn't trust him. But Nich- 
ols could come to you, Clintona, and tell 
you about the suit and the evidence. 
Knowing you, I'd say you countered by 
offering Nichols plenty to doublecross 
Herb. Your proposition would be for 
Nichols to do two things—eliminate 
Herb, and turn over the evidence to 
уоп!” 

Clintona smiled sardonically. 

“So that’s why Nichols killed Herb!” 

“You know it,” Ed said tartly. “But 
apparently Herb had turned his state- 
ment over to Clara. Later, Clara heard 
about the murder. Being a practical 
woman, she called on Nichols so that she 
could cash in on the written evidence— 
in fact, she was just leaving his house 
when I got there. The mere fact that a 
murdered man had issued a statement 
against your daughter wouldn’t look 
good in a campaign year.” 

“So Nichols did get that statement!” 
Clintona murmured thoughtfully. 

“Yes, and being afraid of you, he 
probably expected to hang on to it—as a 
weapon.” 

“І wonder where he put it,” mused 
Clintona. 

“T have it!” Ed said. 

Clintona frowned. 

*You! Where did you get it?" 

*No mystery about that. Nichols had 
it in his pocket. I took it when you went 
out to telephone. Miss Clintona watched 
me take it. I had to take a chance on his 
having it with him. Knowing Nichols, I 
figured he'd keep it on his person until 
he had a chance to stick it in some bank 
vault." 

Clintona's low bony jaw set in sud- 
den anger. 

*So it was you who was responsible 
for Nichols coming here!” 

Ed smiled pleasantly. 

*Don't get upset about that. After 
all, it worked out all right for you. Nich- 
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ols got rid of Herb for you, then you got 
rid of Nichols, and now all you need is 
the evidence. By the way, Miss Clin- 
tona, promised me ten thousand for it." 


OOKING at Paul Clintona just then, 

Ed could well understand why peo- 
ple were afraid of him. He was in a 
towering rage, and you felt it like a 
threatening storm—yet the muscles of 
his face were totally immobile. 

*You've got more nerve than is good 
for you, Masson," the councilman said. 
“Just hand over that statement!” 

Ed was sitting on the edge of a chair. 

“When,” he said, “I see the ten thou- 
sand." 

Clintona’s гаре suddenly broke 
bounds. He moved fast, swept his gun 
off the table and leaned forward, almost 
on tiptoe. 

“I can deal with you, too, Masson! 
The spot you’re in, I could—” 

“All I want,” Ed said evenly, “is the 
ten thousand.” 

Then Ed could see that Clintona was 
through talking. His mouth was 
clamped tight. He took a step forward 
and leveled his gun. 

“Father!” 

The girl’s voice was low, but very 
urgent. And it had a queer effect on 
Clintona, as if an invisible rope had 
jerked his head back. Fascinated, Ed 
Masson waited. 

Jean Clintona spoke. 

“T promised Mr. Masson ten thousand 
for that affidavit. He is delivering. You’d 
better pay him.” 

Well, Ed thought, he had read of ty- 
rants in history who told the world 
where to go—and helped to send it there 
—but obeyed abjectly the merest whims 
of their daughters. Here was certainly a 
modern case. 

Councilman Paul Clintona turned 
about, laid his gun on the table and 
quietly walked to a far corner of the 
long room. When he returned, he 
counted ten thousand dollars in small 
bundles of currency, laid it on the table. 
Ed Masson picked it up and stuffed it in 
his pocket. 

Jean Clintona smiled. Ed handed her 
the paper he had taken from Rudy Nich- 
ols. With a queer deadly calm, Council- 
man Paul Clintona spoke again. 

“That clears up everything. Good- 
night!” 


те clears up everything,” repeated 


But he knew that it didn’t—not so 
long as Clintona himself was still 
around. Ed had made Clintona pay ten 
thousand dollars to apply on an ancient 
bill, but the man himself was still here, 
a criminal uncaught and a deadly men- 
ace unabated. 

No, Ed Masson was not through with 
Clintona. 

But neither, Ed reflected, would Clin- 
tona be through with him. 

*Good-night," Ed said amiably. 

The girl accompanied him out to the 
hall. He stopped there. 

nc if I make a phone call?” he 
said. 

*Not-^at--alb" 
woman?” 


D FROWNED at that, consulted a 

paper from his pocket, picked up 

the phone and called a number. Soon a 
quavering voice answered. 

“This Bob Hodges?” Ed said. 

“Yes, sir.” 

“This is the lug who handed you that 
summons last evening. Remember?” 

“Tm afraid I couldn't forget,” the old 
man said gravely. 

“So I thought. I just wanted to tell 
you to forget that bill! You won’t have 
any more trouble over it. Your creditor 
got careless,” 

The ancient voice was almost shrill. 

“You—you’re sure, sir?” 

“Dead sure.” Ed grinned. “Good luck, 
Pop!” 

He hung up quickly. Jean Clintona 
was studying him thoughtfully. 

“What made you think I was driving 
that car?" she said. 

“Because you're as wise as you are— 
sometimes—foolish. You were foolish 
enough to want to go out with Herb, but 
you were wise enough to take the wheel 
yourself, so that where you were going 
would be up to you." 

He thought for à moment she was 
going to say something more. He was 
relieved when she didn't, She merely 
smiled again, took his hand in a silent 
farewell and walked back to the living 
room. 

Ed, watching her, saw the face of 
Councilman Paul Clintona beyond the 
doorway. The cold hard fury in Clin- 
tona’s eyes made death seem very near. 


Jean said. “Some 
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CHAPTER VIII 
COLLECTION DE LUXE 


HE coupé poked through the 
dark and silent city. Ed 
hunched over the wheel, his 
tired eyes squinting hard in 
thought. He had to get Clin- 

| tona! It would have been 
useless to denounce him to 
the cops—with Rudy Nichols 
dead, there would have been no case 
against the councilman. 

Clintona's one weak spot was Clara 
Wing. With Clara, Ed felt that he could 
build a good case. But he'd have to find 
her first. And Clara would be careful to 
pick a good hideout. 

The cooperation of the police should 
help a lot—if he could get it. 

He spotted an open drug store, 
stopped the car, went in, rushed through 
a phone call and hurried out again. He 
drove on until he reached the Lassen 
Apartments. 

It was a small and modest building. 
Ed let himself in the front door. His 
own apartment was on the left of the 
hall, toward the rear. The worn carpet 
effectively deadened the sound of his 
progress. Ed's fingers trembled a little 
with fatigue as he unlocked his door. 

He walked into his living room, 
switched on a light. A telephone rested 
on a stand against the wall. Ed dialed a 
number. A voice answered promptly. 

*Hi, Babe," said Ed. 

“Hello, darling,” the throaty voice 
was a little tired now. 

“Tm а little later than I expected,” Ed 
said. “But I'll be along.” 

His voice trailed off. Something hit 
his consciousness—nothing physical, 
just an overpowering feeling that some 
potent evil presence had joined him, was 
in the room with him, behind him. 

Slowly, he turned his head. His door 
had opened and closed noiselessly. 
Standing just inside the door was Coun- 
cilman Paul Clintona. And Clintona 
stood there, smiling, tenderly nursing 
an automatic in his hand. 

“What were you saying, darling?” 
said Babe. 

Ed smiled very wearily. 

“I’m nuts about you, Babe,” he said. 
He let the instrument slide into place. 

There was silence for a moment. Ed 
turned stiffly. And then Clintona spoke. 


“Talking to Clara Wing, eh?” 

“No,” said Ed. He grinned. “You 
want your ten thousand back, huh?” 

“Oh, ГЇЇ take the money. But I also 
want information.” 

Ed nodded. He had been foolish not 
to think of that. He himself had realized 
that Clara Wing was Clintona’s weak 
spot. Of course, Clintona would have 
seen that, too. And Clintona would want 
to get to Clara right away 

“You’re out of luck,” Ed said placidly. 
“Т don't know where Clara i is.” 


LINTONA strode 

slowly. 

“Don’t fool with me, Masson. You 
know where she is. I can’t give you over 
a minute.” 

Ed shrugged. 

“Гр not fooling," he said. “But you 
are! I know you're not offering me any 
bargain. You came here to kill me— 
whether I tell you about Clara or not. 
You've got to get rid of both of us. If I 
tell you how to reach her, it would save 
you time. But if I don't, you'll get her 
later anyway." 

Clintona smiled, and Ed thought he 
had never seen a smile more frightening 
on a human face. 

*Tm through waiting," Clintona said. 
“If you don't tell me— 

He swung about as the door opened. 

Captain Gannon stepped in. The keen, 
almost fanatical intensity of his face 
matched Clintona's. 

j Ai one moment, Clintona seemed 
05 

“I heard a little of your talk, Clin- 
tona," Gannon said quietly. *I'm a bit 
surprised. You have much to explain." 

Ed Masson knew at once what Clin- 
tona would do—what he had to do. He 
would kill Gannon, too! Now! Ed no- 
ticed the tiny jerk of the automatic in 
Clintona's hand. 

He pitched forward and rammed his 
shoulder against Clintona's chest, spin- 
ning Clintona about. The man had fired, 
but the bullet was buried in the door. 

Ed whirled about, helplessly, and 
crashed to the floor back of the table, 
half-stunned. But he raised his head. 
Clintona had recovered almost instantly. 
Gannon was going for his gun, but he 
was slow, and Clintona would be ahead 
of him. 

Ed's gun was in his coat pocket. He 


toward him, 
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fired without trying to remove it. 

The bullet took Clintona in the lower 
abdomen, ranging upward. Lying on 
the floor, Ed wondered curiously how 
many organs in Clintona’s body the lead 
would pass through before it came out— 
if it ever did. 

By the time Ed was on his feet, Cap- 
tain Gannon was peering down at Clin- 
tona, on the floor, watching the blood 
pump out of Clintona’s vitals. Gannon 
turned and stared at Ed intently. 

“Ah, Masson,” he said, very thought- 


but the furtiveness was only habit. To- 
night, inside of him, boldness was sing- 
ing high. 

He strode up the walk to the front 
door, unlocked it, walked in. He moved 
quietly through the front hall, and 
through the living room, and turned 
into a bedroom. 

A young woman looked up. She was 
in bed, reading under the light of the 
bed-lamp. Her face was pale, but her 
eyes laughed. Ed smiled. 

“Hi, Babe," hessaid. “Sorry I'm late.” 


"What's Happened? 
We Heard Shots—”’ 
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fully. “This is a lot more than I ex- 
pected. I have you to thank for it, When 
you phoned that you wanted to talk to 
me about the Wing woman, I thought 
I'd better come right over. Lucky I did." 

“Tt’s lucky you did," said Ed Masson 
fervently. 


E WAS nearly four in the morning 
when Ed Masson stopped his coupé 
in front of a small house. The neighbor- 
hood was very modest, but neat-looking, 
small homes with lawns and gardens. 
He stepped out of the coupé furtively, 


The young woman let the magazine 
slide out of stiff fingers. Her warm 
friendly mouth laughed without sound. 

“It’s fun,” she said, “waiting for you, 
Ed. How’d you come out?” 

Ed shrugged. 

“Okay. You helped a lot with that 
phone call to Rudy Nichols.” Ed eyed 
her pensively as it occurred to him that 
she’d probably know all about every- 
thing tomorrow, by the papers. Then, 
carelessly, he brought his hand out of 
his pocket and flipped a roll of currency 
on the bed. #5 


86 THRILLING DETECTIVE 


“Looks like we'll be able to get you all 
fixed up again, Babe, with this much. It 
may take a little time, but the doctors 
said it could—” 

“Whew!” There was no suspicion in 
her eyes, but a vast curiosity. “That’s 
marvelous! Where in the world did you 
get it?” 

“Oh, I just collected an old debt!” Ed 


Masson said. He leaned over. “Then, 
maybe you’ll marry me, darn you!” 

Her eyes were serious. 

“Not just being sorry for me, are 
you? I never could understand why you 
would want to marry me.” 

Ed wagged his head. 

“You’re so nice to come home to, 
Babe.” 


When a gambler and a blonde are murdered, sleuth Al Layton’s 
investigation leads him into a nest of human killer rats in 
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Death Has a C-Book 


By HAL K. WELLS 
When Nora Malloy, red-headed lady taxi-driver, 


has death for a passenger, mystery burns the road! 


HE trouble with me is tna: I 

cannot think of two things at 

the same time. My supervisor 

has told me that he seriously doubts 

whether I can even think of one thing at 

a time, but he is merely an old sourpuss 

who believes that a woman's place is in 

the home, or anywhere else except be- 
hind the wheel of a taxicab. 

It was about eleven o'clock last nigh 
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when the little incident happened on 
Sunset Boulevard. A traffic light sud- 
denly went red on me just as I was prac- 
tically in the intersection. I slammed on 
my brakes without thinking to first look 
and see if there was anything close be- 
hind me. 

Approximately one-tenth of a second 
later, something came crashing into my 
rear bumper with sound effects like a 
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large skeleton doing a swan dive on a 
tin roof. I sighed resignedly, and got 
out to survey the damage. 

My heart did a flip-flop when I saw 
that the car that had rammed me was 
a black-and-white radio cruiser of the 
Los Angeles Police Department. Same 
heart did another flip and a couple of 
dips when I saw the large figure of Offi- 
cer O'Conner clamber ungracefully out 
of the cruiser. 

He surveyed me with a cold and fishy 
eye that was quite undiluted with any 
trace of the milk of human kindness. 

"The Yellow Peril rides again!" he 
commented. 

“T might have known it would be 
you," I said bitterly. "Every time some- 
thing happens to me all I have to do is 
look around and find your ugly mug 
breathing on the back of my neck." 

O'Conner snorted. 

“Being around every time something 
happens to you, shrimp, would be a full- 
time job for a dozen prowl cars. You 
can’t make a complete circuit of the 
block without denting seven fenders, 
breaking five traffic regulations, and 
scaring the pants off of any pedestrians 
foolish enough not to climb trees when 
they see you coming." 


E PROBABLY made a weird pair 

in the middle of Sunset Boulevard 

as we glared at each other. We are both 

possessed of red hair and a certain 

amount of freckles, but there all resem- 
blance ceases. 

I am five feet two, and I have been 
told that the view thereof is very pleas- 
ant from any angle. Michael O' Cchner 
is six feet one, and is equipped with a 
face that would scare even gremlins. 

“Ah, give her a ticket, Mike, and let’s 
shove off,” Durkin said wearily from 
the police car. “Опе ‘r’ in Nora, two 178 
in Malloy. You ought to be able to spell 
it backwards by this time.” 

Durkin is O’Conner’s partner. He is 
a dumpy little character with a позе 
that looks like a somewhat discouraged 
baked potato, but he is not a bad guy for 
a policeman. 

“You will not give me a ticket!” 1 
blazed. “I may have stopped a little 
suddenly, but you wouldnt have 
rammed me if you hadn’t been so close 
you were practic ally riding piggy-back 
on my tail-light.” 


“Well,” Durkin said reluctantly, * ‘we 
were pretty close at that, Mike.” 
kay,” O’Conner said to me, “no 


ticket this time. There’ll be plenty of 
other times. From here on in, I am 
going to park on your tail every time I 
see you. The worst traffic problem in 
this district is undoubtedly you. I am 
going to see if I can remove it by hand- 
ing you a sufficient number of tickets. 
So long, shrimp. VII be seein’ you.” 

He got back in the cruiser, and they 
drove off. I did likewise with my cab. I 
was not very happy as I headed back to- 
ward my station on La Brea. 

I knew that Mike O'Conner was not 
kidding. Hitherto, he had been only a 
nuisance. From now on, he would be an 
active menace, as far as my professional 
career was concerned. Every time the 
big ape saw me in his prowl ar^», he 
would come tagging along behind me 
like a tin can on a dog's tail. He would 
probably have plenty of chances to pass 
out tickets. 

Heaven knows I try, but I seem to be 
the sort of driver that things are al- 
ways happening to. 

he side streets near La Brea have а 
number of cocktail bars and small night- 
spots. I turned up one of them on the 
chance of picking up a fare. There were 
two men standing on the curb in front 
of the second joint I came to. The taller 
one gave me the high sign. 

I stopped and got out to open the 


door. 

*Oh, it's a dame," the tall fellow said 
disgusted-like. 

I've got plenty of different comebacks 
for that particular crack. I turned and 
started to give him one, then suddenly I 
changed my mind, This was not the sort 
of à guy to pass any wisecracks to. In 
fact, he was not the sort of a guy to 
have anything puce to do with, if 
you could һер 

He was dressed good enough, all 
right, and he was not bad-looking, if 
you care for the patent leather hair 
and pencil-line mustache type. It was 
his eyes that were the giveaway. I have 
seen rattlesnakes with eyes t at were 
twenty degrees warmer. 

“Sorry, Mister,” I said meekly. 
“Maybe the next hack that comes along 
will have a he-ca 

“Wait a minute, ‘sister, » the fellow 
said as I started to get back into the cab. 
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“Т was just kiddin’. You'll do all right. 
bere come to think of it, you’ll do very 
well.” 

There was something in the guy’s 
voice that made me think of how the 
wolf must have looked when he reached 
for the salt shaker to season little Red 
Riding Hood’s grandma up a bit. It was 
too late to back out now. So I held the 
door open while the tall guy loaded his 
companion in 

He had his hands full doing that. His 
companion was a heavy-set party in a 
gray suit who looked like he would 
weigh at least two hundred pounds. 
Every ounce of same had an alcoholic 
content of about one hundred and eighty 
proof. His eyes were glazed, and he was 
as rubber-legged as a couple of sticks of 
wet macaroni, 

The tall fellow with the snake eyes 
was handicapped by a large and bulging 
briefcase that he held in one hand, but 
when I reached out to hold it for him he 
snatched it back from me like it was 
packed with diamonds. He finally got 
the drunk propped up in a corner of the 
back seat, like a fat sack full of wet 
sand, and climbed in after him. 

He gave me an address up on Frank- 
lin Avenue, close to the Hollywood Hills. 
I got behind the wheel, flipped the flag 
down, and headed north. 

I have found by painful experience 
that my brand of driving works best on 
thoroughfares that are not occupied by 
too many other vehicles, so I kept to the 
side streets where there was practically 
no traffic at that time of night. The 
only other car I saw till we got to Holly- 
wood Boulevard, was a dusty, red coupé 
that came trailing along about half a 
block behind for a while. 

For some reason, I had a crazy idea 
that it might be deliberately following 
me. If it was, I lost it when we crossed 
Hollywood Boulevard, I got across just 
as the light was turning red and the 
coupé didn’t make it. When I looked 
back a block farther on, it was nowhere 
in sight. 

The Franklin Avenue address proved 
to be a small apartment house several 
blocks east of La Brea. The tall guy 
with the briefcase got out of the cab. 
His face was sort of pale. I could see 
sweat shining on his cheeks, but I didn’t 
think much of it at the time. For some 
reason, most masculine passengers look 


like that when they get out of my cab. 

The guy handed me a couple of bucks. 

“Keep the change, sister,” he said. He 
jerked his head toward where the fat 
party in the gray suit was still huddled 
in the seat corner. 

“Take George on home,” he said. He 
gave me an address on one of the streets 
high up in the hills west of Laurel Caa- 
yon. "Íf he hasn't snapped out of it by 
the time you get there, the folks at the 
house will take care of him for you." 

“Тһеу’а better," I said. “I couldn't 
get that bird out of the cab by myself 
without a block and tackle. I suppose 
they will also cover the trifling matter 
of George's fare?" 

*Sure they will,” the guy said impa- 
tiently. "I'll give 'em a buzz when I go 
in and tell 'em to be looking for you." 


O USE to argue any more. After 

all, delivering slumbering drunks 

to their respective homes is à regular 

part of the nightly chores when you're 
Pling a cab on the graveyard shift. 

I drove off. When I got to the first 
corner, I took a brief look back. The tall 
guy hadn’t gone in yet. He was still 
standing there on the sidewalk staring 
after me. I tramped on the gas and 
headed for Laurel Canyon. 

About halfway up the Canyon I 
turned off into a narrow side street that 
wound on up toward the crest of the 
high hills. You don’t have to wander 
very far from the main highway to get 
into plenty primitive country up in that 
district. I hadn’t gone over a couple of 
miles, before I was in surroundings that 
were wild enough to make Frank Buck 
feel right at home. 

The street had degenerated into a 
narrow, rocky road that would have 
been just about roomy enough for one 
fairly wide cow. There were no houses 
of any kind on the dark slopes of the 
brush-covered hills. Every time I 
rounded one of the sharp turns, I ex- 
pected to find a large and hungry moun- 
MA lion parked in the middle of the 
road. 

І reached into the pocket of the cab 
door and got out the heavy monkey- 
wreneh I keep there for use in such oc- 
casional emergencies as stick-ups and 
overly affectionate male passengers. I 
never heard of anyone seriously damag- 
ing a mountain lion with a monkey- 
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wrench, but I felt better when I had it 
handy there on the seat beside me. 

Then I rounded a corner and slapped 
on my brakes sudden and hard. The 
road ended just ahead—but very defi- 
nitely. There was a white-painted board 
barricade, and below it about three hun- 
dred feet of the emptiest space I have 
ever seen. I sat there for a minute, 
blinking my eyes at the barricade and 
trying to figure things out. 

*One thing is sure," I said to myself. 
*Little Georgie certainly doesn't live 
here." 

The tall guy had obviously given me 
a phony address for his alcoholic boy 
friend. It could have been an honest 
mistake in the name of the street, or it 
could have been a dumb attempt at a 
practical joke. 

Whatever the reasons were, here I 
was stuck on a mountain road at mid- 
night with two hundred pounds of 
passed-out drunk who had to be de- 
livered somewhere. The only way I 
could deliver the big lummox, and in- 
cidentally get my fare, was to wake him 
up enough to find out where he lived. 

I tried to rouse him by yelling at him, 
but he never moved a muscle. Then I 
got out of the cab, opened oné of the 
rear doors, and reached in to try and 
shake him out of it. 

He swayed forward out of the corner 
when I grabbed hold of his shoulder. He 
teetered for a moment on the edge of 
the seat, then toppled slowly toward me. 
His body turned as he fell. When he 
landed on the floor he was face up. 

I am not the screaming kind. If I had 
been, I would have let out with a shriek 
that would have passed for an air raid 
alert in the entire western half of Los 
Angeles County. As it was, I just stood 
there frozen for one long and horrible 
moment, with my heart doing an anvil 
chorus against my ribs and a river of 
ice water wandering down my spinal 
column. 


EORGE wasn't going to tel me 
where he lived. He didn't live any- 
where any more. 

George was dead! 

The entire left side of his light gray 
vest was a soggy mess of wet blood. At 
some time during the ride from the 
night-spot to Franklin Avenue, the tall 
guy with the snake eyes, had parked 


either a bullet or a knife squarely in 
George’s heart. 

The killing had probably been done 
with a knife, I decided. I would have 
heard the sound of a shot, even if the 
gun had a silencer on it. 

It was certainly a marvelous murder 
set-up that the killer had hung around 
my unsuspecting neck. While I was 
hauling the corpse of his victim around 
the hills looking for a non-existent ad- 
dress, the tall boy with the reptile eyes 
would have plenty of time to make a 
clean getaway. 

I have always prided myself upon 
possessing a reasonably н де: set 
of nerves, but being marooned on a 
lonely mountain road in the middle of 
the night, with a dead man, was not ex- 
actly my idea of good clean fun. It was 
not the cold night air that made my 
hands shake so violently that I could 
hardly get the door closed on George’s 
limply huddled body. 

I flung myself behind the wheel and 


Started turning the cab around, in the 


wide area next to the barricade. It was 
four miles down to the Hollywood Police 
Station on Wilcox Avenue, and in my 
present state of mind, I figured that I 
would probably arrive there in a little 
less than four minutes. 

If I happened to pick up a motorcycle 
cop on the way, so much the better. For 
the first time since I began my cab-driv- 
ing career, I yearned for cops, prefer- 
ably in large numbers. I would even 
have welcomed the sight of Michael 
O’Conner’s ugly puss. 

I got the cab turned around and 
stepped on the gas. I was just swinging 
into the first turn, when there was a 
sudden glare of headlights and another 
car came around the corner. I had a 
brief glimpse of it in the blaze of my 
own lights. It looked like the dusty red 
coupé that had followed me after I first 
picked up George and the killer! 

I twisted the wheel over hard and 
tried to squeeze by. I almost made it, 
but not quite. There was a crash of 
metal as we sideswiped and a couple of 
loud reports as two tires on the coupé 
blew out. The cab swung around broad- 
side on the road and ground to a halt 
with the engine stalled. 

Two guys came piling out of the 
wrecked coupé, one from each side. I 
kicked my starter frantically, but the 
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motor wouldn't catch. One of the guys 
came running up to the cab and stuck a 
very unattractive face in my door. 

“Lay off that starter!” he growled. 

There was a gun in the fellow’s hand 
that looked big enough to stop a Mark 
VI tank. I yanked my foot away from 
the starter. 

The other guy came up then. He took 
one look at me and made the usual 
highly original remark. 

“What do you know, Pete, it’s a 
dame!” 

“So what?” Pete growled. “What we 
want to know is, what did she do with 
George?” 

“You will find George in back, there,” 
I said faintly. “He’s on the floor.” 

“Passed out, huh?” Pete said. “Take a 
look, Gil.” 

Gil looked. A moment later he let out 
a squawk of shocked surprise. 

“Passed out nothin’!” he exclaimed. 
“George has been bumped off. Somebody 
stuck a shiv in him!” 


ETE made a couple of violent re- 

marks that were not fit for any 
lady’s ears, not even a cab driver’s. He 
stepped up on the running-board so that 
he could look over my shoulder into the 
back of the cab. 

My fingers started to drift toward the 
monkey-wrench on the seat beside me. 
Pete must have had eyes in the side of 
his head. 

“You make a move to pick up that 
wrench, baby,” he grated, “and ГЇЇ bend 
this rod over your skull!” 

The look Pete gave me was as black 
as the gun in his fist and twice as hard. 
I hastily snatched my hand back away 
from the wrench. 

Pete opened the cab door, grabbed the 
collar of my uniform jacket with his 
free hand, and dragged me out from 
behind the wheel, I clawed for his face 
with my nails, but I missed. Then I took 
a violent backward kick with my heel 
for his shin, and I didn’t miss. 

He let out a loud and profane yelp, 
and slammed me back against the front 
fender. 

“Come here and take care of this little 
hellcat, Gil,” he ordered, “while I take a 
gander back there.” 

Gil did. He was a large and unfra- 
grant character with a stubble of black 
beard on a face that no-mother could 


ever be nuts enough to be fond of. 

Pete rummaged around George’s body 
very briefly. Then he got out of the cab 
and came back to where Gil had me 
pinned against the fender. 

“All right, baby,” he said, and there 
was something in his voice that made 
goose bumps come out all over me. “Are 
you gonna tell us what you did with 
that dough—or are you gonna make us 
persuade you a little bit first?” 

I swallowed hard a couple of times. 
Finally I got my. heart untangled from 
my tonsils enough to get my voice func- 
tioning, 

“What dough are you talking about?” 
I asked. 

“The two grand that Slick Carelli 
gave George for those gas ration C- 
books,” Pete said. “Come on, baby— 
give!” 

Gil held me against the fender with 
one hand and frisked me with the other. 
It was a good deal like being pawed by 
Gargantua. He hauled my billfold out 
of the pocket of my slacks and zipped it 
open. 

“Nothin’ here but six measly bucks,” 
he announced. 

“Mebbe she stopped and hid it out 
somewhere before she came up here to 
get rid of George,” Pete said. 

“You think she bumped George off?” 
Gil asked. 

“T ain’t thinkin’ anything,” Pete said. 
*T'm just waitin’ for information, and it 
looks like Pm gonna have to get it the 
hard way.” 

Pete lit a cigarette. He puffed it into 
a bright red coal, then held it so close to 
my face that I could feel the heat from 
i 


E 

“You got a cute little nose, baby,” he 
said. “It wouldn’t look quite so cute 
after a beauty treatment from this ciga- 
rette.” 


RED-HEADED lady taxi-driver, 
that being me, knew she had to 
talk, and talk fast. 

*Listen, Mister," I said earnestly, “1 
didn't have anything to do with killing 
George. I didn't even know he was dead 
till after I brought him up here looking 
for a phony address the fellow you call 
Carelli gave me. Carelli is the guy who 
stuck that knife in George while I was 
hauling the two of them to the Franklin 
Avenue place where Carelli got out. Не 
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must have got the money. And if those 
C-books were in а big briefcase, he also 
got them because he took the briefcase 
with him when he got out.” 

“She could be tellin’ the truth, Pete,” 
Gil said. “We lost the cab at Hollywood 
Boulevard. We must have prowled 
around for nearly ten minutes before we 
stumbled on it again startin’ up Laurel 
Canyon. Mebbe Slick did give us the 
doublecross and just played this dame 
for a sucker.” 

“Where did Slick get out?” Pete 
asked. 

T told him, 

“Slick don’t live there,” Gil said. 
“He’s been hidin’ out at that joint down 
on Eighth Street.” 

*He'd have better sense than to have 
the dame take him to his own place," 
Pete said. “АП he had to do there on 
Franklin, was walk a couple of blocks 
down to Hollywood Boulevard and get 
another cab." 

Pete stared at me for what was easily 
the longest moment of my life. Then 
finally he took the lighted cigarette 
down from in front of my face. 

“АП right, baby,” he said, “mebbe 
Slick is the rat we want. We'll find out. 
We'll all go down to Slick's place and 
have a nice cozy little talk, I want to see 
what you and Slick got to say when 
you're face to face. Get back in your 
cab and we'll start rollin’.” 

*How about the coupé?" Gil pro- 
tested. “Апа what are you gonna do 
with George? We can't prowl around 
through town with a stiff in the cab." 

“We'll just leave George in the 
coupé," Pete said. “Stick him behind 
the wheel. I don’t think anybody’ll come 
along this dead-end road before we get 
back, but if they do, there’s nothin’ to 
hook us on. The coupé's in George's 

“Carelli’s had plenty of time to get 
down on Eighth Street, pick up his 
stuff, and lam by now,” Gil said. 

“Slick won’t be in any cryin’ rush 
about lammin'," Pete said confidently. 
"He'll figure he's got several hours yet 
before we get suspicious about George 
not comin’ back with the dough. Slick 
didn’t know we were coverin’ George.” 

Gil lugged George’s body from the cab 
and propped it up behind the wheel of 
the coupé, Then the three of us got into 
my cab. 


Our hacks have an open place in the 
glass between the driver and the passen- 
ger compartment, After Га turned the 
cab around and started down the grade, 
Pete leaned forward and spoke to me. 

*Don't get any bright ideas when we 
get back in town, baby," he warned me. 
“Pm gonna be holdin’ а rod just about 
one foot from the back of that red head 
of yours. You try to make one funny 
move of any kind, and you get it!" 


OLD a rod back of my red head is 
precisely what that roughneck did. 

I didn't say anything, but I was doing 
plenty of thinking. I wasn't under any 
illusions as to what was going to happen 
to my health before the night was over. 
Regardless of how things came out 
down at Slick's, these guerrillas weren't 
going to be saps enough to leave me 
alive to tell anybody about it. 

I had just one faint chance, and that 
was wrapped up in the person of a large 
and ugly radio cop by the name of 
Michael O'Conner. Our route to the 
Eighth Street address Pete gave me, led 
straight through O'Conner's prowl area, 
and the big ape didn't go off duty till 
two- o'clock. 

We came down Laurel Canyon, swung 
east to La Brea, then south to Sunset. 1 
took a look at my wrist-watch. It was 
one-thirty. Through bitter experience, I 
knew O'Conner's routine almost as well 
as he did. This time of night he was 
usually swinging west on Sunset some- 
where between Vermont and La Brea. 

If he wasn't off somewhere answering 
a call, I ought to meet him, And if he 
was as bull-headed and ornery.as I 
thought he was, he would promptly 
come tagging along after me with the 
fond hope of catching me pulling some- 
thing that would rate a ticket. 

If, Nice little word, that. It only has 
two measly letters in it, but when your 
life happens to be hanging on it, it's the 
largest word in the English language. 

We turned east on Sunset. I drove as 
slow as I dared, but block after block 
went by without any sign of O'Conner. 
Then, when I had just about given up 
hope; I saw the black and white of a 
radio cruiser, drifting along the nearly 
empty boulevard ahead. My passengers 
spotted it as soon as I did. 

“Стїрез!” Gil growled, “А prowl 
car!” 
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“Yeah,” Pete said. He leaned forward 
till his mouth was about a foot from my 
ear. “Listen, baby,” he grated, “if you 
got any idea about attractin’ the atten- 
tion of them cops by pullin’ a traffic 
boner, better forget it. You won’t get a 
ticket. You'll get a funeral!” 

I saw O’Conner give me the once-over 
as we passed. I kept my eyes glued to 
my rear-vision mirror. I almost cried 
in relief when I saw the prowl car make 
a wide U-turn at the first intersection 
and come swinging along after us. 

“Somethin’s screwy!” Gil exclaimed. 
“Them coppers are tailin’ us. The dame 
must ve give 'em the high sign some 


*No, she didn't," Pete said. *I was 
watchin' every move she made. "Take it 
easy till we see what's cookin', If they 
try to curb us, start blastin’!” 

I knew I had to get a warning to 


O'Conner some way that I was carrying 
danger in large and violent quantities. 
A couple of blocks farther on, the signal 
turned red on me, and I had my chance. 

The police car was close behind me 
while I waited for the signal. I’m no 
Girl Scout, but everybody knows that a 
combination of three dashes and three 
dots means “5.0.5.” I winked it out on 
my stop-lights by carefully dabbing the 
brake pedal. 

I found out afterward that I got my 
sequence wrong and flashed “О.5.0.,” 
but O’Conner is no dumb-bell. He fig- 
ured out I was in trouble of some kind. 
When the light turned green and I 
started on, the radio car began closing 


in. 
“They’re gonna curb us!" Gil growled, 
“They’re startin’ to swing out now!” 
“Get set!" Pete warned. “The minute 
they come alongside, let 'em have it!" 
Something had to be done—and 
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quick. There was a vacant lot on the 
right of the boulevard, with a large 
signboard in the middle of it. I jerked 
the wheel hard to the right, tramped on 
the gas, and ducked. 

We went over to the curb with a jolt 
that threw Pete's aim off just enough 
so that his slug blasted well over my 
head. A split second later we hit the big 
signboard with a crash that should have 
registered on seismograph needles as 
far east as Denver. 

The impact would have telescoped a 
private car, but taxicabs are built to 
take anything short of a head-on colli- 
sion with a locomotive. I landed on the 
floor, half-stunned апа thoroughly 
bruised, but with nothing broken, out- 
side of the cab. 

Things were happening around me. 
Gil and Pete broke from the wrecked 
cab just as O'Conner and Durkin came 


charging out of the police car. For a 
minute that vacant lot sounded like the 
Battle of Bizerte, with added sound ef- 
fects by M.G.M. Then the shooting 
abruptly stopped. 

I opened the cab door and scrambled 
out. O'Conner was standing with his 
gun in his hand. Durkin was sitting on 
the ground, cussing and holding his 
right hand over his left shoulder. Pete 
was sprawled out, groaning. Gil was 
also sprawled out, but he was neither 
cussing nor groaning. He wasn't even 
breathing. 

O'Conner holstered his gun and 
turned to me, 

“One guy dead,” he said, “and two 
shot up. One very well wrecked taxicab, 
and one large signboard, ditto. Squirt, 
I don’t know what your story is going to 
be, but it had better be good!” 

It proved to be good enough by the 
time various cops and detectives had fin- 
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ished their work, a couple of hours later. 
One squad went up in the hills and re- 
trieved the coupé and George’s body. 

Another squad went to the Eighth 
Street address. They found Slick Carelli 
still in the process of packing a bag con- 
taining his spare shirt, two thousand 
bucks in folding money, and a briefcase 
full of gasoline C-books. 

Slick made the mistake of thinking he 
could beat the cops to the draw. From 
the few remarks Slick made before he 
died, and from.what Pete admitted 
while the doctor was working on him, 
they got the whole story. 

The C-books had been stolen when 
Pete, Gil, and George, cracked the safe 
of a Los Angeles ration board several 
nights before. They contacted Slick, 
who offered them two thousand bucks 
for the books. Then Slick tried to pull a 
large and luscious doublecross by bump- 
ing George off and thereby acquiring 
the books without putting out the 
dough. 

Slick slipped George knockout drops 
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in his drink while they were in the 
night-spot closing the deal. That made 
it a cinch to park a knife in George’s 
ribs in the cab, Slick had doped the taxi 
gag out as being a nifty way to get rid 
of his victim’s body and at the same 
time give himself several hours leeway 
in which to take it on the lam. 

When I finally wandered downstairs 
from the Detective Bureau offices in the 
Hollywood Police Station, I found Mike 
O’Conner patiently waiting to haul me 
home. There was a new and very inter- 
esting light in his eyes as he looked at 
me. 

From the way he acted on the way 
home, I think the only tickets I will be 
getting from him henceforth, will be the 
kind that will take the two of us to 
matinees, dances, and sundry other such 
entertainment. 

It is quite okay by me. The big lug 
may have a face that you could use to 
scare gremlins with, as I have claimed 
before, but what the heck? 

I'm not a gremlin. 
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Gibbs leveled his Police Special at the Nazi 


ACTION AT HOME 


By BENJAMIN POOL 


An unwelcome Nazi visitor kept Bill Wright and his wife imprisoned 


in their own dwelling until Policeman Gibbs entered the scene! 


HERE was something decidedly 
urgent in the light rapid knock 
at the door. Almost instantly 
it was repeated. Е 
The man glanced up from his work 
and the woman lowered her magazine. 
They looked at each other, then at the 
clock over the living room mantel. It 
was ten o’clock. 3 
“Rather late," said the man, turning 
in his*chair to face the front door. 
“Tt is late," agreed the woman light- 
ly. “ТИ see." = 
She laid aside her magazine, smiling 
indulgently at her husband pillowed in 
an easy-chair. He had a thick ledger 
open across his knees. Rising to her 
feet, she gave her hair a few quick 
touches before the mirror, and then 
moved briskly to answer the knock. 
The woman switched on the porch 
light, unlocked and opened the door 
slightly, peering out. 
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“Who is it?” she asked cheerfully. 

Abruptly the door was pushed all the 
way open. A young man stepped boldly 
into the room. Не quickly closed the 
door behind him with the heel of his 
shoe. His hat brim was pulled low over 
his forehead. He was breathing heav- 
ily as if he had been running. He held 
a gun in his hand. 

The woman shrank back. 

“Who—who are you?" she gasped. 

"Take it easy," the young man 
snapped. He leveled the gun at the man 
in the easy-chair, “Just keep your seat," 
he ordered truculently, as the man 
moved as if to rise. 

The stranger turned the key in the 
door, found the porch switch and snap- 
ped off the outside light. 

“What is i£?" the woman half sobbed. 

"Dry up," the gunman told her 
sharply, “and sit down." 

The woman nervously complied. 
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“What do you want?" demanded the 
man in the easy-chair. 


IS question was ignored. The young 

man stood before the couple, the 
gun held alertly, and regarded them in 
a speculative fashion. At intervals he 
glanced apprehensively toward the front 
door. He appeared to be keenly atten- 
tive to any outside sound. 

“You two alone?" he asked suddenly. 

“We are," the seated man replied. His 
voice was testy. “What do you want 
here?” 

“Don’t ask questions," warned the 
gunman, “and maybe nobody will get 
hurt. Now listen," he said, lowering his 
voice, “I’m in a tight spot for the mo- 
ment—the law has trailed me to this 
neighborhood. Luckily, they haven't 
much of a description. "That's where 
you two come in." 

The young stranger grinned mali- 
ciously, rocking the gun in his hand, The 
man and the woman exchanged ques- 
tioning glances. 

“They’re searching every house," the 
intruder went on, “and Im expecting 
them here any minute. When they come 
I want you to pretend that I’m a friend 
—an old friend. They’ll be looking for 
someone on the run, not somebody idly 
chatting. You got it straight?’ He 
asked the question impudently. 

The couple stared, bewildered, as if 
not sure they had heard aright. 

“Well?” The intruder stepped nearer, 
his eyes flashing, the gun almost in 
their faces. 

“We understand, all right.” The man 
in the easy-chair spoke in grim tones. 
“But what if it doesn’t work?” 

The young man scowled. His face 
reddened with quick anger. 

“Your lives depend on it working,” 
he snarled. 

With that he crossed the living room, 
opened a door and sailed his hat in, 
closed the door, and ran his hand over 
his short blond hair. Then he studied 
the couple. 

“Му name is Thomas Jackson—from 
Baystown,” he said with a twisted grin. 
“That’s about ninety miles from here, 
north, in case you don’t know.” 

He dropped the gun into his coat 
pocket and took a chair facing the man 
and woman. 

“What have you done?” The man 


leaned forward in the easy-chair. 

“My business,” replied the stranger, 
his eyes hard. “But I'll tell you this: I 
haven't done all I'm going to do—not 
by a long shot!” 

The woman held a hand to her mouth 
and stared as if petrified at the stranger. 
Her husband gripped the arms of the 
easy-chair and glared. 

“You two have got to act natural,” 
the gunman told them calmly, his lips 
tight. “If anything goes wrong, if 
either of you makes one false move— 
well, I don’t mind murder.” There was 
something horrible in the stranger’s 
calmness. 

He lighted a cigarette, inhaled, and 
looked at the man. 

“Now, what’s your name?” 

“Wright.” 

“АЛ of it.” 

“William James Wright.” 

“What’s your business?” 

“I'm a bookkeeper.” 

“How old are you—about forty-five?” 

"I don't see what you're getting at,” 
snapped Mr. Wright, impatiently, “but 
Im thirty-six years old.” 

“T thought I could make a closer 
guess,” said Thomas Jackson, shaking 
his head. “I guess your hair fooled me." 

He looked at Mrs. Wright. 

“Га say you are around twenty-four.” 


OW the woman realized that the 

gunman was merely trying to get 
their nerves calmed down. He wanted 
them to be perfectly at ease when the 
law arrived. 

“How far did I miss it?” he coaxed. 

The woman looked at him, her brows 
lifted in an expression of contempt. 

“T am twenty-nine,” she said, “if it 
will help you any.” 

Approaching footsteps out#ide 
brought the young man instantly alert. 

“Remember,” he cautioned hissingly. 
“Be careful.” 

The three stared intently toward the 
front door. A woman’s laugh and a 
man’s voice came to them. The foot- 
steps receded. 

“Only some people passing,” said 
Thomas Jackson. His voice sounded 
slightly strained, belying the calmness 
of his face. 

A tense silence followed. The young 
gunman got up and examined a row 
of silver trophies upon the mantel. He 
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picked up a large one and read the 
words engraved on it. 

“Golf, eh?” he observed with inter- 
est, turning to appraise the man. Mr. 
Wright nodded gravely. 

“Golf is a rich man’s hobby, I’ve 
heard,” said Jackson. “Figuring on tak- 
ing up the game myself, some day.” He 
grinned and returned to his chair. 

“You play much, Mr. Wright?” 

Mr. Wright looked solemnly at the 
numerous trophies, 

“T used to play a great deal,” he an- 
swered, and glanced at his wife, who 
attempted bravely to smile. 

All at once the three became aware 
of a stir outside near the front door. 
The porch bell rang as someone outside 
pressed the button. The woman gave a 
nervous start. Mr. Wright gripped hard 
on the arms of his chair. 

The young man stared at the door, 
his hand near the gun in his coat. 

“Remember,” he cautioned quietly. 
“Don’t make a false move.” 

The ring was repeated, longer, im- 
patiently. 

It was the woman who rose. 

“Ts it all right to answer it?” she 
asked. 

The gunman’s eyes narrowed ques- 
tioningly at the man who sat gripping 
the arms of the easy-chair. Then he 
nodded to the woman. 

“Act natural,” he told her quietly. 
“ГІ be watching every move.” 

The woman gave her husband a fleet- 
ing, helpless look, and walked woodenly 
to the door. Somehow, to her, that short 
distance seemed a long journey. 

She began to fumble with the key, 
and Mr. Wright, no doubt realizing the 
state of her nerves, spoke to her softly, 
reassuringly. 

*Open it, dear," he said. 

She unlocked the door then, opened 
it, and snoke in tones of genuine sur- 
prise. 

“Officer Gibbs!” 

A heavy-set policeman with a rubi- 
cund face stood in the doorway. His 
small eyes casually surveyed the occu- 
pants of the room. 

“Sorry to disturb you folks, Mrs. 
Wright,” he boomed, panting audibly. 
“1 stopped by to tell you that a Nazi 
spy is hiding somewhere in our neigh- 
borhood. I'm searching the houses in 
my beat. Not that I intend to search 


your house," he chuckled, bobbing the 
brass buttons down the front of his 
coat. "Haven't seen a suspicious-look- 
ing stranger tonight, have you, Mr. 
Wright?" 

Perspiration stood out on Mr. 
Wright’s face. 
“Not tonight, Officer. А spy, you 
say ?" 
*Yep. Tried to blow up the munitions 
factory a little while ago. The guards 
over there were.plenty wide awake and 
spotted him planting dynamite. He got 
away. But he's on foot and we believe 
we have him surrounded in this neigh- 
borhood. So keep your doors locked." 
The officer coughed importantly. 

*A Nazi!" the woman told herself. 


FFICER GIBBS' small keen eyes 
XY swept the young man with the care- 
ful scrutiny a policeman always gives a 
stranger. The German was a remark- 
able actor, Mrs. Wright noted. He ap- 
peared perfectly at ease, his brows 
raised slightly in an expression of mild 
curiosity. His hand hovered cautiously 
near his coat pocket, 

Mr. Wright stirred in his easy-chair. 

*Officer Gibbs," he said, *meet Mr. 
Jackson—from Baystown. An old 
friend of ours." 

The corpulent, uniformed man nodded 
amiably, still standing in the doorway. 
The German pleasantly returned the 
nod. “Glad to meet you, Officer." 

Gibbs appeared to lose interest in the 
stranger and began to mop his face with 
a large handkerchief. : 

The German smiled. 

“What sort of looking fellow is this 
spy, Officer?” he asked. 

The big man continued to run the 
handkerchief over his ruddy features. 

“We don’t know,” he said. “He 
skipped into the dark too fast, after 
planting the dynamite, for the guards 
to catch more than a glimpse of him.” 

The young Nazi glanced covertly at 
Mrs. Wright and grinned smugly. 

The woman’s face went white. She 
realized with growing alarm that unless 
the policeman were warned immediate- 
ly, somehow he’d be on his way, prob- 
ably after killing them both. Then this 
unsuspected German spy would be free 
to escape, and carry out his daring plan 
to destroy the munitions ре. First 
murder—then sabotage! ats whai 
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this Nazi had planned! 

She looked frantically at her husband. 
His face was turning gray. He, too, 
fully realized their danger. He sat 
rigid, clutching the arms of his chair, 
staring at the Nazi agent. 

Poor man. There was nothing he 
could do. She thought of the many times 
he had wanted to help in the war. 

She knew that one false move, one 
false word, would mean certain death 
for Gibbs, then Bill, and herself. 

Policeman Gibbs announced he must 
be off. The woman steeled herself to 

smother a sob. j 
- "Then her husband spoke lightly, 
jocularly. | 

“If you catch that spy, Officer Gibbs,” 
he laughed, “you should take the day off 
tomorrow and celebrate by playing golf 
with Mr. Jacksen and me.” 

The woman’s head began to ring. An 
awful tightness seized her throat. She 
looked, her eyes bleary, at the German. 

To her stunned relief he was smiling 
knowingly. 

“That would really be fine,” he spoke 
up. “We’ll be looking for you tomorrow, 
Officer Gibbs.” 

The policeman, his beady eyes pe- 
culiarly bright, began to fold his large 
handkerchief. 

“Been some time since I’ve handled a 
golf club, Mr. Wright,” he chuckled. 
“But thanks for the invitation.” He be- 
gan to glance about the living room. 
“Let’s see,” he went on. “There’s a big 
snapshot of me areund here somewhere, 
showing me doing my stuff. That’s it,” 
he said, pointing at the wall directly 
behind the young man. 

Instinctively, the Nazi turned in his 
cheir to see the picture. There was no 


prune and he realized too late his mis- 
ake. 

He whirled around, fishing desperate- 
ly for the gun in his coat pocket. 

The officer's steady voice stopped him. 

* You'll die if you try it! Put up your 
hands quick." 

The young German gaped with fright- 
ened respect at the large Police Special 
leveled on him. He slowly raised his 
arms. 

“That was clever about the golf game, 
Mr. Wright," the officer said, panting. 


[I CU were snapped deftly 
over the Nazi's wrists. 

“Wasn’t it!” The woman wiped her 
eyes. 

*What do you mean?" fumed the spy. 

The officer smiled. 

“T know you were not an old friend,” 
he said, pulling the gun from the be- 
wildered spy’s coat. “I knowed it the 
instant Mr. Wright spoke of his play- 
ing golf tomorrow.” 

he fat policeman began to search 
his prize captive, emitting grunts at 
the damning articles which he exposed. 
Finally he stood erect and looked down 
at the cringing would-be saboteur. 

“You see, Mr. Wright knew that I’d 
know he couldn’t possibly play golf to- 
morrow,” said Officer Gibbs. “If you 
were an old friend, you’d have been well 
aware Mr. Wright hasn’t walked in five 
years!” 

“Well, it seems that even my kind can 
help to win this war,” said Mr. Wright. 
There was a proud note in his voice 
now. 

“Bill,” said Mrs. Wright, “you are 
simply wonderful!” Just as any Ameri- 
can woman would have expressed it. 
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Murder in a Capsule 


By LOUIS DEVON 


ELLER’S DRUG STORE 

was the kind of place you 

thought of when you saw the 
ads about “Medicine in the night” and 
“The place to turn when sickness 
comes.” 

A bit old-fashioned on the fixture 
side, and maybe lacking such items as 
rubber toys and adjustable reading 
lamps, but when Doc Weller took your 
eighty-five cents and handed you a bot- 
tle of medicine, you could take a swig of 
it without wondering if he had read the 
prescription up-side-down or if you 
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were helping him get rid of something 
that had been lying around for years. 

He had been at the same stand so 
long that you didn’t remember when he 
had started and he knew everybody well 
enough to call them by first name and 
to ask personal questions. It was that 
kind of store and you always felt at 
ease there. 

When Sergeant Cajetan Flynn saun- 
tered in without his usual lusty, “H’ya, 
Doc,” it was plain that something was 
wrong. 

Without so much as a nod, which 
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must have been hard for a friendly fel- 
low like the sergeant, he reached grimly 
into his pocket and took out a small box. 
“Ever see this before?" he asked. 
Doc looked up from his favorite soda 
booth where he was washing down a 
mouthful of peanut-butter crackers 
with a milk shake, and glanced at the 
label. 
“Sure,” he said between gulps. “Јеп- 
Ше Hapgood’s medicine. I made it for 
е „ 


“That’s the trouble,” the detective 
grumbled, looking very unhappy. 
“Those capsules were filled with poi- 
son.” 

The druggist put his glass down 
quickly. 

“You trying to spoil my lunch, Caje- 
tan?" 

"No, this is plenty serious," Flynn 
said. "She died this morning." 

He glanced in the direction of the 
buxom girl behind the fountain. 

“You don't want Cora in on this. 
Come on back.” 

Doc forgot his lunch and led the way 
into the white enamelled laboratory. He 
lifted a heavy mortar and pestle from 
the counter to its place on the shelf 
above, and cleared a space with nervous 
haste for the long brass rod on which 
the prescriptions were impaled. His 
bony fingers snaked expertly through 
the captive formulas. 

“Here it is, Cajetan. For Miss Jen- 
nie Hapgood. Caffeine, phenacetin, 
camphor, monobromate, and aspirin. 
Simple cold prescription. No poison 
in it and no possible way for any poison 
to get near it" ` 

The big, heavy plainclothes man 
leaned back against the drawers and 
played with the tiny box in his hands 
like an elephant juggling a cigar box. 

“And I’m telling you,” he said un- 
easily, “they were loaded with bichloride 
of mercury and that’s what killed her, 
not a cold. The city chemist analyzed 
the capsules and found every one the 
same, "There's enough poison in 'em to 
kil à dozen people and you're goin' to 
be held." 

Doc’s long thin face, which never 
had much color, became as gray as the 


thin patch of hair en his head. It would ` 


have been kinder to strike him down. 
He stared dumbly at an ancient and ven- 
erable acid ring on the linoleum counter. 


“I made those capsules for Miss Hap- 
good," he said slowly, "and I made 
them right. Somebody got hold of them 
before they reached her." 

*Somebody in your store maybe?" 

“You think so?" The druggist poked 
his head out of the lab and called, “Joe, 
come here!" 


TALL, gangling youth was draped 

over the magazine stand near the 
door, improving his mind on a comic 
book. “Comin’,”’ he mumbled and turned 
to the next page. 

“Right now!” Doc’s voice cut with un- 
accustomed sharpness through the 
length of the store. Joe came hurrying, 
in shocked surprise. 

“About a week ago,” Doc said, “I 
sent you with a prescription to the Hap- 
Did you take it there?” 


“Well, not inside. 
was goin’ in and he took it.” 

“All right,” Doc said. à 

Joe went back to the magazine rack, 
looking vaguely annoyed. EE 

“Mayberry wrote the prescription,” 
Doc explained. “Не? been treating the 
family for years. Mother and daugh- 
ter.’ 

“So you get the mother’s prescrip- 
tions, too?” Flynn seized on that. “Any 
chance of them getting mixed?” 

“Hardly.” The color was pounding 
into Doc’s face now and his voice was 
cold and angry. The old lady gets mor- 
phine, not bichloride. And anyone in the 
house wanting to get rid of Jennie 
could have used an overdose of that.” 

“Only there doesn’t happen to be any- 
one else. We checked that pretty thor- 
oughly.” Flynn hesitated. “I been 
tryin’ to make you get this, Doc. It 
looks bad for you.” 

Doe turned toward him with a more 
reasonable attitude. “I’ve been filling 
prescriptions for you and your family 
a long time, haven't I, Cajetan?" 

“As long as we've lived here." 

“Tve seen your kids grow up and I’ve 
helped them through most of the belly- 
ache and sickness youngsters get. You 
ought to have some confidence in me.” 

"T have," Flynn said. “But, heck, 
anybody's liable to make a mistake." 

*Not this kind," Doc explained gent- 
ly. “Bichloride powder would hardly, 
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be used in capsules. If a prescription 
did call for that drug, we'd probably 
crush one little tablet like these.” He 
showed him the dispensing tablets made 
up in М and ¥%-grain doses. “We 
wouldn't even have to handle the 
powder 

зан turned the box thoughtfully. 

“Well, that’s something. Let's go 
back, Doc. Who brought the prescrip- 
tion in—and when?” 

“Miss Knight, the nurse. I remem- 
ber that. She came in about four or 
four-thirty.” 

“How many capsules were there?" 
Flynn asked. 

“Twenty-four. 
have?” 

“Twenty left," Flynn said. 

“And all full of poison?" Doc asked 
incredulously. 

“Every one. Get it? If this thing 
had been planned, they’d only have 
loaded one or two and mixed them with 
the rest.” 

“T see your point,” Doc said, “but I’d 
like to run over there. The clerk’s due 
in a few minutes.” 

He took his hat from the top of the 
dye-cabinet and steered the detective to 
es delivery roadster that waited out- 
side. 

The "Hapgood house was a large, 
faded brick structure that gave little 
indication of the wealth that mother 
and daughter controlled as owners of 
the town’s carpet mill. The drab, un- 
inviting exterior told more clearly of 
their isolation and their complete with- 
drawal from social life. 

The housekeeper let them into a dim, 
wide hall and they went quietly up a 
winding, carpeted stairway to the sec- 
ond floor. The nurse came out of the 
room at the head of the stairs. 

“Mrs. Hapgood’s asleep,” she said, 
“and we don’t want to disturb her.” 
She led the way to the next room, an- 
other room with door adjoining the 
first. “This was Miss Jennie’s room. 
Mine is further down the hall but I have 
a cot with Mrs. Hapgood.” 

*We're working on the capsules, Miss 
Knight,” the detective said, “and natur- 
ally Doc Weller feels he'd like to know a 
little more about it." 

to see you in this, Mr. 
Weller,” she said. “If I can help 
in апу way—" 


How many do you 


HE didn't have to finish ; she had al- 
ways been pleasant when she came 
into the store and he felt that her sym- 
pathy was real Нег slim figure, 
straight black hair and bright dark eyes 
put her definitely on the attractive side. 
*Did you receive the prescription at 
the door?" he asked. 

*No. Ibelieve Dr. Mayberry brought 
it upstairs." 

“Was the package opened when you 
got it?” 

“No,” she recalled, “I saw Dr. May- 
berry coming up the stairs m he was 
tearing the wrapper off the bo 

“Was there anything about ‘hand that 
might lead you to believe they weren’t 
quite right?” Doc asked in a sort of des- 
peration. 

“T would hardly know,” she said. “I 
merely took the box in to her and saw 
that she took the first dose.” 

“If Miss Hapgood kept her capsules 
here—" He edged over to the end-table 
alongside the bed and picked up a medi- 
cine box that was on it—“could anyone 
have come through that door to replace 
them?” 

“Only Mrs. Hapgood and she’s far too 
ill to get out of bed.” 

“T see.” Doc pocketed the box. “Did 
Miss Hapgood have any visitors?” 

The nurse leaned toward him as if 
she were delivering a confidence. 

“Dr. Mayberry was with her a great 
deal," joe E gm meaningly. 

“Oh! . And what about the serv- 

ts? 9» 

*Mrs. Miller has been here almost 
twenty years. She's the only one be- 
агаа the chauffeur and he rarely enters 
the 

“How “did the old lady take the death 
—hard?" 

Miss Knight shook her head. “She’s 
too sick to know, I believe." 

Going down the stairs, Flynn rea- 
soned aloud. 

“The M. D. couldn't have switched 


medicines. Not in se short a time." 
“Why not? I suspect everybody,” 
Doc said. “I want a look at those cap- 
sules." 


“Tf that’s the way you feel, " Flynn 
agreed, "let's see Mayberry.” 

They got to the office, just off the fash- 
ionable center of town, before hours. 

There were several old copies of med- 
ical journals on a dusty mission table 
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meant for a much larger room, and the 
rest of the furnishings bordered dan- 
gerously on shabbiness..  : 

Mayberry made no effort to conceal 
his bitterness. E 

“The compounding is your responsi- 
bility," he charged, “апа you'll have to 
face it. My prescription was simple 
enough." 

Doc took that as a challenge. He 
stood erect like an old soldier and his 
eyes threw sparks. 

*Tt was filled correctly," he said, and 
his voice rang out defiantly for in those 
words was the creed of a lifetime. 

*How do I know?" the doctor asked 
bluntly. *How can I tell your drugs 
weren't tampered with?" 

"They're used every day,” Doc 
snapped. “I’d have other complains.” 

“Or deaths.” 

Flynn got sore. “Not so fast there, 
Doctor. Don’t forget that you handled 
those capsules, too. Didn’t you ex- 
amine them?” 

“What for?” Doctor Mayberry looked 
up from under dark lashes. He was a 
handsome man, lean, a bit gray at the 
temples, a shade on the haggard side, 
like one who has, waited too long for suc- 
cess to come. “I took them up to Miss 
Knight,” he said. 

“And is she trustworthy?” 

“Certainly. She worked for me be- 
fore she went to the Hapgoods.” 

“Oh ... I understand you were in 
Miss Hapgood's company a good deal," 
Flynn went оп. “Апу personal relation- 
ship?” 

Mayberry rose from his chair and 
walked around to the window. After 
a minute or so he turned to face them. 

“We were to be married,” he said. 

“T see, Did Mrs. Hapgood know this?” 

“Yes. She resented it. She’s old, dy- 
ing in fact. We had decided to wait.” 

“You felt it wouldn’t be long?” 

“Weeks at most,” Mayberry said. His 
eyes darkened and he turned to the win- 
dow again. 


HE next stop was at Headquarters 
but here Doc met with disappoint- 
ment. All of the powder had been re- 
moved from the capsules for examina- 
tion so that there was no hint of how 
well or how poorly they had been filled. 
He left for the store in a low state of 
mind. There was that gnawing doubt, 


the possibility, however, remote, that 
someone had tampered with his poison 
closet or that he himself had done some- 
thing his mind would not recall. 

It was a terrible thing—after thirty 
years, busy years of drug-compounding 
—to feel his faith in himself wavering. 
He held life and death at his finger tips 
every day. The simplest preparation 
could have become a thing to dread and 
avoid without the supporting hand of 
confidence. 

He waiked into the store feeling un- 
usually weary. Alan, the clerk, who 
had been resting against the fountain 
talking to Cora, snapped alert and came 
forward with an air of great impor- 
tance. 

“Got something to tell уоп,” he said. 

“What?” Doc growled. 

“See the papers about Jennie Hap- 
good? I think she was poisoned.” 

“What gives you that brilliant idea?” 
Doc asked. 

“The bichloride I sold Mrs. Hapgood.” 

“The—you sold—! Why, you're 
crazy! Mrs. Hapgood is sick in bed.” 

“Ts she?" Alan insisted. “How come 
I got her to sign in the poison book?” 

Doc’s lanky legs propelled him to the 
back counter where the poison register 
collected dust in company with a stack 
of catalogs and trade papers. Under 
the same date as the prescription, Mrs. 
Hapgood’s name was scrawled out in a 
weak, unsteady hand. 

His eyes popped. ‘How’d she come?” 

“In her car. The chauffeur was wait- 
ing at the door.” 

“That must have been after I filled 
the prescription,” Doc reasoned. 

“It was real late," Alan agreed. “Past 
eleven.” 

“Good! Wait till Flynn hears about 
it," Doc gloated. 

That night he stayed up late check- 
ing over the Hapgood medicines. There 
had been only one for Miss Hapgood, 
but quite a few for her mother, similar 
to the one he had picked up at the house 
—in Jennie’s room. Morphine and bar- 
biturates for pain and loss of sleep. The 
last one he filled had been for thirty cap- 
sules, one to be given at bedtime. 

When Flynn came in the next morn- 
ing, Doc gave him the works. 

“Listen to this, Sergeant. On the same 
night that Jennie’s capsules were filled, 
Alan sold some bichloride to Mrs. Hap- 
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There’s something you didn’t 


“Mrs. Hapgood!” the detective 
snorted. “You believe that?” 

“I don’t have to believe it—here’s the 
poison book with her signature in it.” 

Flynn looked it over. “Is it possible? 
The old lady ain't as sick as she makes 
out?’ Не put the book under his arm. 
“Looks like work. Comin’ along?" 

“T have to stay till Alan gets here at 
eleven," Doc said. 

“ГІ call you back," Flynn promised. 
“Maybe I can pick you up later." 

It was 11.15 when the call came. 
“Your clerk in yet?" 

"Not yet." Doc cast a last-minute 
glance in the direction of the door. “Не 
was never late before. I can't under- 


stand it." 
"Well, I сап!” Flynn's indignant 
voice came ripping back. "His story's 


no good. I’m coming right down." 
“Wait a minute, Cajetan. What's the 


matter. What d'ye mean no good?" . 
“І mean Mrs. Hapgood died this 
morning!” 


T ONE o’clock of what was turning 
out to be a very miserable day for 
Doc, Flynn came thundering in, his 
clothes twisted and wilted on his big, 
unhappy frame. 

“Alan here yet?" It was more like 
an accusation than a question, 

“No,” Doc said with quiet resigna- 
tion. 

“And he won’t be, you can bet on 
that." Flynn's heavy palm came down 
on the cigar-case with. à resounding 
whack that made the druggist lean over 
to see if the glass was broken. Flynn 
smiled briefly and put a hand on his 
shoulder with a suggestion of authority 
that was not comfortable. “That sig- 
nature: sa phony, Doc. Know what that 
means? 

Thai the old lady was poisoned, 


. *Hardly. She's been getting weaker 
right along and yesterday she fell into 
a coma," Flynn said. "She's been a sick 
old lady. But I don't know what's up 
your sleeve. Looks like you're trying 
to cover up on something, because the 
handwriting doesn't check." 

“Maybe she was too weak to write. 
The trip over here may have been too 
much for her." 


“What trip?" The detective flared 
up in sudden anger. “I just got through 
telling you it wasn’t her handwriting.” 

When he had gone, Doc went into the 
lab and sat down with his head in his 
NAN trying to figure what to do about 

an. 

He had taken his word about the sig- 
nature. If it should come out that it was 
planted in the book that would be like 
an admission of guilt. It would be an 
ugly situation for Doc to be in, and it 
would all be the clerk’s doing. But still, 
he had never known Alan to lie to him 
and he felt that he ought to give him 
a chance. 

His sympathies won out and he drove 
to the place where Alan roomed. 

It. was empty. The landlady con- 
firmed the fact that he had not slept 
there. Moreover, she was sure some- 
thing was wrong because a big, fat de- 
tective had been there and had upset 
the whole room. 

Doc didn’t like that. The drug store 
meant everything to him. It was home 
and it was comfort and it was a life- 
time of work. He had kept it bright 
and untarnished through the years. The 
thought of something happening to it 
sent icy fingers clutching at his heart. 

He drove over to the Hapgoods and 
stopped outside the garage. The chauf- 
feur was а middle-aged fellow named 
Earle Slader. Doc knew him well; he 
beered a lot on his nights off and 
stopped in regularly for a straightener. 
He was sitting on the running-board of 
an old, shiny Cadillac, looking through 
the want-ads. 

*Did you drive Mrs. Hapgood to my 
store on Monday night?" Doc asked. 

“Yep,” Earle said. 


Doc sat down beside him. ‘Tell me 
about it, will you, Earle.” 
“Not much to tell. I got a ring for the 


car and Mrs. Hapgood came down. I 
sure was surprised to see her.” 

“Did you go anywhere else with her?” 
Doc asked. 

“No she came right back.” 
definite about that. 

“Anyone in the house see you when 
you got back?” 

“Yep,” Earle said. “After I helped 
the old lady upstairs and was on my 
way down, Miss Knight came running 
out in the hall. In her bathrobe she 
was. She asked where Mrs. Hapgood 


Earle was 
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had been and raised Cain because I took 
her out. She warned me never to do it 
again but I guess it don’t make much 
difference now.” 

Earle went back to the want-ads and 
Doc entered the gloomy house. He met 
Miss Knight in the upper hall. 

“Sorry to hear about Mrs. Hapgood,” 
he said. 

She nodded mechanically. 

“You didn’t tell me she had gone out.” 


E SAW her start, and then the ex- 
pression changed almost to one 
of relief. 

“I felt so ashamed of myself for let- 
ting a thing like that happen," she said. 
“Т must have been badly in need of 
sleep. First I knew was when I heard 
her coming in." 

*She bought the bichloride in my 
Store," Doc said. “Did you see any of 
it around ?" 

*No. I would have taken it from her. 
She couldn't be trusted." 

“Ever hear her quarrel with her 
daughter ?” 

The nurse’s eyes filled with shadow. 

“Their hatred was too deep for that,” 


she said, almost in a whisper. “It had 
gone beyond that. There were many 
threats, and once—" She stopped 


abruptly as Dr. Mayberry came out of 
the bedroom. He was getting ready to 
leave and the druggist waited for him. 

“T suppose you heard about the poi- 
son purchase,” he said as they went 
downstairs together. 

“Flynn told me,” the doctor answered 
curtly. 

“Не claimed it wasn’t her signature 
—didn’t check with hers.” 

“It might seem a little different,” 
Mayberry offered. “Perhaps not so 
firm or regular.” 

“And you believe an old lady, sick 
abed so long, could dress and get out 
without being heard?” 

“It was done, wasn’t it?” The phy- 
sician’s nerves were ragged. He fum- 
bled irritably with a pack of cigarettes. 
“That probably finished her,” he said 
bitterly. 

When Doc got back to the store, 
Flynn was hovering with grim deter- 
mination over the delivery boy. Joe sat 
helplessly on а stool, his forehead 
beaded with perspiration and his face 
streaked with tears. 


“Aha!” The detective looked up for 
a moment of triumph, “So your fine 
clerk skipped!” 

Doc ignored the satisfaction in his 
voice and talked about something else. 

“Гуе been wondering about the old 
lady’s morphine capsules, Cajetan. 
There ought to be more of them. All I 
could find was the empty box. And 
what was that doing in Jennie’s room?” 

“Еуег happen to think they had the 
same nurse, Doc?’ 

“Yes, but I still don’t like it,” the 
druggist said. “That box had no busi- 
ness in there.” 

“Maybe not," Flynn said, “but we're 
gettin’ our results right here.” Не 
poked a fat finger at Joe. “Go ahead, 
kid, tell him who drove to the Hapgoods 
and who delivered the medicine.” 

Joe squirmed uneasily. 

“Hurry up and tell him!” 

“Tt was Alan,” Joe blurted out at last, 
“but there was nothing wrong. Honest, 
Mr. Weller. He drove the car for me, 
that’s all.” 

“And ran out to deliver the medicine, 
re he? And told you to keep it quiet, 
eh?” 

“Oh, stop picking on Alan,” Cora 
flared up suddenly from her end of the 
fountain, “or Tl] put glass in your 
coke.” 

Doc was surprised by her display of 
interest. At least he wasn’t the only 
one who was loyal to Alan. 

Flynn wiped his forehead and forced 
a sulky smile. 

“Cora thinks I’m a bully,” he ad- 
mitted, “but I don't know who's more 
worn out, the kid or me." 

“ГІ tell you—I am," Cora declared. 
“Good God, how you bellow!” 

Now it was Doe's turn. ‘Look here,” 
he said, “I checked on Alan’s story. The 
chauffeur did drive the old lady down 
here. Miss Knight saw them and she 
can verify it. So we know that Alan 
sold her the poison. Now what more 
do you want?” 

38 shook his head, like а big mas- 
ti 

N o—the handwriting isn’t hers,” he 
growled, “and it may be his 

“Give me the chance,” Doc said, “and 
ГІІ show you that it isn't." 

"Tl give you plenty of chance." 
Flynn let out а short, ugly laugh and 
headed for the door. 
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That laugh cut deeply. Flynn didn't 
believe him. 


UST before closing, when Cora was 

putting on her hat and coat, she said 
to Doc: *Alan's at my place. You know 
where it is. Ring the top bell five times." 

He was so stunned he watched her 
go without saying a word. She had 
known all the time and had remained so 
cool. He was getting old, he reflected. 
А shock like that almost floored him. 
He finished his work—straightening 
Stock, seeing that the boy put the rub- 
bish out, filling shop bottles—all in a 
dull routine that went on even though 
his brain seemed unable to function. 

At midnight, he locked and bolted 
the front door and went out the back 
way through his living-quarters. 

There was a good-sized shadow pro- 
jecting from the tree across the way 
and it moved as he started to cross the 
street. So Cajetan was waiting to 
trail him! That wasn’t pleasant either 
but it wasn’t as much of a shock as 
Cora’s involvement. At least Cajetan’s 
attitude had warned him that they were 
in opposing camps, but the blasé, mat- 
ter-of-fact way in which she had 
stepped into the picture! As if she 
were posing before a mirror to powder 
her face! 

He had intended going to the next 
corner and taking the trolley but that 
would be too simple for Flynn. He 
kept on walking, shivering slightly in 
the crisp night air, and wondering how 
he could shake the detective. 

It got colder and he began to hate 
Flynn more and more. The neon ara- 
besques of a taproom caught his eye 
and, because ordinarily he would pass 
it by, he went in and ordered a scotch 
and soda. 

When Flynn came in and walked up 
to him they both acted surprised. 

“Waiting for someone?” Flynn asked. 

“No, this thing’s got me jittery. I 
can’t sleep.” 

: Flynn laughed, “Feel like confess- 
ing?” 

“Not on one drink,” Doe said. 

They had more scetch and soda and 
Doe suffered as his five-dollar bill dis- 
appeared. By thr ^ o'clock they were 
both half asleep over the table and the 
bartender was eyeing them doubtfully. 

When the place closed, Doc was bare- 


ly able to navigate but at that he was in 
better shape than Flynn. He got a cab, 
took the detective home and rode back 
to the store. Then he started walking 
again to Cora’s apartment. He was 
drunk—there was little doubt of that 
even in his befuddled mind—but he 
knew that he was alone. 

Cora let him in, and Alan entered 
from another room. 

“Vm glad you came, Doc," he said, 
with a slight tremor in his voice. “Гуе 
been waiting for you." 

Doc sank. into an easy chair and 
closed his eyes for a few minutes. When 
he opened them, there was a tall cold 
drink beside him. He emptied the glass. 
“What’s it all about?" he asked. “Flynn 
claims the signature's a phony. 

“He’s all wet," Alan charged. “You 
can prove that by the chauffeur." 

"Then why didn't you show up?" 

“Tl tell you why. My father's in jail 
because he worked for the mill and Mrs. 
Hapgood found a shortage in the books. 
He was innocent, just as I'm innocent 
now. I don't even knew what this is all 
about but Га have as much chance as 
he did. Less, in fact, because I had to 
put my foot in it for fair by taking the 
medicine to the house." 

*What'd you do that for?" Doc asked. 

“Т was around a little earlier," Alan 
said, “апа got the crazy notion to drive 
the car." 

“Against your principles to come in 
a little earlier?" 

“No, but—" 

*But what?" 3 

“Т can answer that,” Cora said. “He 
was with me. He brought me down to 
the store because it was raining, but we 
didn’t think it best to come in together.” 

“I see," said Doc. "You're not help- 
ing yourself this way, you know." 

*Maybe not." Alan walked over and 
Stood beside Cora. “Ви I wanted to 
figure this out before they figured it for 
me." 


OC rose unsteadily. 

“Okay, if thats the way you 
want it. I won't give you away, but 
you've got to show up when I need you." 

Es won't let you down," Cora prom- 
ised. 

Doe's head. was clearing. “Сап you 
remember any of the details about that 
bichloride sale, Alan?" 
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_ “Sure. She said she wanted to mix 
it with turpentine for housecleaning. It 
sounded kind of queer for her to get it 
but I figured she was on the eccentric 
side anyway. She had a bottle. One 
of those amber bottles with bakelite 
Screw cap that chemicals come in. I 
went to put the bichloride in and noticed 
that the cap was cracked and the inner 
liner had fallen out. I found a bottle 
just like it under the lab sink so I 
scraped off the label and gave it to her 
in that." 

* And the original bottle?" 

“T threw it in the trash box." 

“Was there any label on it?" 

Alan shook his head. ... 

It was almost daylight when Doc 
trudged back to the store. Не found 
the trash boxes lined up at the curb, 
empty. He went into the cellar and 
found that the boy had done a thorough 
job. It was swept clean. 

*And every week I have to bawl him 
out for leaving the stuff around," he 
mumbled bitterly to the whitewashed 
walls and crawled up to bed. 

When he awoke a brilliant idea was 
banging around in his brain. He found 
the kind of bottle that would answer 
Alan’s description, washed and dried it 
thoroughly, put cotton around it and 
fitted it into a carton. He had just put 
the package on the shelf above the pre- 
scription counter when Flynn came in. 

“How’s the head, Doc?" 

“Feels like a barrage balloon.” 

“Guess we can’t take it any more,” 
Flynn said. “Со right to bed?" 

“And how!” : 

“Then what were you doing in the 
cellar?” 

The druggist’s backbone stiffened; he 
didn’t like Flynn’s tone. “Trailing me, 
huh ?" 

*No need to. The light's still lit down 
there." The detective's features had 
become set and hard. “TIl have to take 
you in," he said. 

Doc took the blow in silence. 

“I don't like to do this," Flynn went 
on, abashed by Doc’s quiet look, “but I 
can’t tell whether you're trying to help 
me or give me the runaround. How do 
I know you and the clerk didn't hatch 
up this sale of poison between you?" 

*You might try asking the chauf- 


» 


«га rather question the clerk. Ве- 


sides, the old lady might have come for 
any one of a hundred things. I can’t 
take a chance any longer.” 

“All right, I see your point, Cajetan, 
but don’t lose faith in me,” Doc said. 
“T still want your friendship.” н 

Flynn lowered his head awkwardly 
and let out a short grunt. 

“Before I give myself up,” Doe went 
on, “let me try this one thing.” He 
pointed to the carton on the shelf. “PI 
need you at the Hapgoods to take finger- 
prints.” 

“Wait a minute,” Flynn objected. 
“I’m no fingerprint man.” 

Doc reached hurriedly for his hat on 
the dusty dye cabinet. “No matter. 
es oe just go through the motions,” he 
said. 

The crusty old housekeeper remon- 
strated that she had never had a police 
record and did not intend to start at her 
age. The chauffeur was afraid it might 
hurt his chances of getting another job 
—but both submitted., 

To the druggist's question whether 
they had ever handled an amber bottle 
with a black cap, both answered in the 
negative. 

Miss Knight went through the riga- 
marole with a great deal of curiosity. 

“Of course I don't recall an amber 
bottle. But why the fingerprints?" 

“The amber bottle is the poison bot- 
tle. We happen to have it. And the 
finger prints of the purchaser are on it." 

*Mrs. Hapgood may have had a bot- 
tle somewhere in the house," the nurse 
said. “If she could get out without my 
hearing it, anything's possible." 


R. MAYBERRY considered the 
question carefully. 

“There were some bottles around. We 
buy chemicals to make our test solu- 
tions. Sodium Carbonate for Benedict's 
and things like that, but I can't keep 
track of them." 

“We can," Flynn said. “We’ll take 
the bottle to headquarters in the morn- 
ing to compare fingerprints." 

*Where is it now?" Mayberry asked. 
“Can I see it?" 

*Hardly. It's at my store," Doc said. 

*No matter. I thought I might rec- 
ognize it for you." Mayberry rubbed 
his forehead wearily. “I’m leaving on 
consultation tonight and won’t be back 
until late tomorrow.” 


DEATH IN A CAPSULE 57 


- Doe and the detective drove back to 
the store. ; 

*Where does he get that consultation 
stuff?" Flynn grumbled. “We’ll keep an 
eye on him. And no hard feelings, but 
J think we got your friend Alan pretty 
well bottled up, too." А 

“You won't need Alan," Doc -said. 
“Those fingerprints are going to worry 
somebody, so stick around tonight, Ca- 
jetan.” 

“Suits me,” Flynn said. “You supply 
the smokes.” : 

It was not quite ten o'clock when Miss 
Knight came breezing in. 

“I made a search after you left," she 
said, “апа found this." 

She reached into her bag and brought 
out an amber bottle marked ‘“‘Bichloride 
of Mercury” on the Weller Pharmacy 
label. 

“This was in Mrs. Hapgood's dress- 
er," she said in mildly reproving tones. 
“You must be wrong about having the 
bottle." 

“Where in the dresser?" Flynn de- 
manded. 


“No need hiding," Doe told him gent- 
ly. “We located the bottle you sold. 
The nurse brought it in tonight." : 

He gave them a tired, grateful glance 
and then, without а word, rested his 
head in his hands and closed his eyes. 

"You'd better stay here with me," 
Doe said. "You're all in." 


ORA kissed his rumpled hair and 

. went home alone. Doc closed the 
Store and took him upstairs to the spare 
room where he flopped on the bed 
clothes and all. 

Doc went to his room and lay in bed 
thinking everything out. With the bot- 
tle corroborating the clerk's story, he 
felt that he was fairly well out of 
the case. But he tried to build up an 
understanding of Mrs. Hapgood's mo- 
tive, sought to picture her in the role 
of the scheming killer. 

It wouldn't fit. He couldn't reconcile 
it with the list of prescriptions in his 
files. Her illness could not have been 
feigned—and yet she had gone out. Here 
he was up against a stone wall. Then 
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“In the bottom drawer, wrapped in ` 


her underwear.” 

The detective bit into his cigar. 

“Were not wrong," Doc explained. 
“Yours is the bottle we sent out—not 
the one that came in. That's right here" 
—he pointed to the package visible be- 
hind the glass in the lab. “Fortunately 
we kept it because it had a leaky cap 
that would have allowed the powder to 
sift through. The fingerprints we need 
are on it.” 

“Oh, I see. Then all my effort was 
wasted,” she said. 

“Not at all. This bottle proves we 
sold the poison in the proper manner 
and that’s worth a great deal.” 

Flynn waited until she left before he 
exploded. 

“That bottle wasn’t in any of the 
drawers, you can bet on it!" He clapped 
his hat on and stormed out the door 
after her. 

He was barely out of the way when 
Alan appeared, looking very bad. He 
slouched over the fountain near Cora. 

“Somebody tried to break in. Good 
thing you’ve got a fire-escape.”. His 
voice was the flat mumble of exhaustion. 


again, why anything so crude and easy 
to trace as bichloride? 

‚ He sat up in bed. A noise. There 
it was again, in the back of the 
house. Someone tinkering with the lock 
on the rear door. Alan might have de- 
cided to sneak out. 

He tiptoed to his room and peered in. 
He could hear the clerk’s steady breath- 
ing. And there was the stealthy sound 
again. 

He crept noiselessly down the stairs. 
The door into the lab was open but all 
was pitch black. He stepped into the 
oe unable to see an inch in front of 

im. 

The sound of movement persisted, 
and he froze where he stood. The aisle 
was narrow. Anyone deciding to come 
through the laboratory must brush up 
against him. Where could he move? 
Out into the store or back in the house? 
Either way he might walk smack into 
someone. > 

Here in the lab he knew exactly where 
he was standing. The typewriter was 
in the corner of the prescription coun- 
ter directly in front of him. The rest 
of the counter was clear. He edged over 
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slowly and lifted himself to the top of 
it. This was the safest spot in the dark 
store. The side shelf of bottles protected 
him from anyone turning the corner 
and^he was well above the traffic zone. 

Reaching cautiously above him, he 
felt the smooth contours of the large 
Wedgewood mortar that he had lifted so 
many times. He moved his hand slowly 
till it met the wooden handle of the 
heavy pestle that rested in it. He raised 
it carefully, so that it did not rub or 
strike against the sides, and gripped it 
tightly. 

He stopped breathing. Someone had 
come very close and was poised in front 
of him. He could sense the presence, 
feel a sort of indecision. The figure 
moved slightly. He heard the soft, hesi- 
tant scrape of leather on the floor. 

Now was the time. He let the pestle 
come down, not too hard but hard 
enough. It landed solidly, made a little 
clunk, like a broken popgun. 

He heard a heavy grunt before the 
body slumped to the floor and knew he 
had made a mistake. It was Flynn. 

His hand went out to grope for the 
light cord above the counter. In the 
air his finger touched another hand. A 
shriek weakened the hinges in his 
knees. He jumped backward and swung 
the pestle in a wide arc. 

It caught someone—someone who 
clutched futilely at the open shelf and 
at the scale, banging both with a clatter 
of brass and bottles as it dropped to the 
floor. 

Again Doc reached for the light. His 
shaky hand jerked the cord violently. 
Ав the light described a dancing circle 
on the floor, Alan came running from 
the house and almost tripped over 
Flynn. He disregarded the detective. 
His eyes were glued on the figure di- 
rectly beneath Doc’s sagging knees. 

“There she is!" he cried. “Тһе old 
lady!” 

The druggist clamLered down from 


his counter perch and peered at the 
crumpled figure with the carton from 
the shelf still clutched in her hand. 

A gray wig had slipped over the side 
of her head. Under it, Miss Knight’s 
black hair was slowly being stained by 
a thin trickle of blood. . . . 


HE prescription counter was clear, 

the scale-pans empty, the mortars 
cleaned and put away. Doc Weller 
stood before the counter, leaning over 
it a little as he did when he was work- 
ing, biting on the bitter stump of a 
panatela and unable to forget what had 
happened the night before. 

He moved out into the store and sank 
listlessly into the rear soda booth. Flynn 
came in, rubbing a knob that sprouted 
from his head. 

“Take a look at this, will you?” 

Doc sat him down and plopped a pad 
of witch hazel and tincture of arnica on 
his head. While the cool liquid trickled 
down his face, Flynn talked: 

“Mayberry was her old flame. When 
Jennie Hapgood came between them, the 
nurse saw a chance to get rid of her and 
blame the old lady. She used the mor- 
phine capsules to put 'em both to sleep 
апа got out to plant the most obvious 
poison she knew on Mrs. Hapgood.” 

“I tried to tell you those capsules had 
no business in Jennie's room," Doc 
said. “Was Mayberry in on it, Cajetan?” 

“No, but his conscience should bother 
him. He did his damage when he gave 
that gal the air for Jennie’s dough.” 

Doc nodded, and Flynn went on. 

“She was practically in the clear,” 
the detective said. “That disguise had 
them all fooled. But the fingerprints 
got her worried.” 

Doc took the cotton wad and went 
back into the lab for more witch hazel. 
He loved his prescription department 
and he glanced slowly about him, his 
eyes resting fondly on every shelf, every 
familiar bottle. 
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Joe dived under the table just as the gun exploded 


Straight to Murder 


By WALTER WILSON 


Insurance Investigator Joe Speer stumbles into a baffling 


crime puzzle and proves ‘hat murder pays no premiums! 


PECIAL AGENT JOE SPEER was 
tailing a lady in a car. His primary 
interest was not in the lady. What 
he hoped was that she was leading him 
straight to a hundred thousand dollars 
in cold cash. The group of insurance 
companies that Joe Speer worked for 
was, under the present state of affairs, 
59 


stuck for that hundred grand. Joe 
had just landed this job. If he could 
just recover that money for his em- 
ployers, he, his young wife, and the 
baby twin girls would be sitting pretty. 

The lady in the coupé ahead was Mrs. 
Wilford Hedge. It was her husbaud, the 
missing Wilford Hedge, who had van- 


60 | THRILLING DETECTIVE 


ished with the hundred thousand that 
belonged to the Ten States Investment 
Corporation. It had been five days since 
the president of the Ten States had re- 
ported that his cashier and the cash 
were missing. 

Mrs. Hedge had insisted that she 
knew nothing of the steal or her hus- 
band’s whereabouts. She said that 
Hedge had failed to return home on the 
night of his disappearance, that she had 
looked through the apartment later and 
found that a wardrobe trunk and most 
of his clothes were gone. She hotly de- 
nied that her husband had even hinted 
to her of his plans. 

But Joe Speer wasn’t taking anything 
for granted. He had had Mrs. Hedge 
under observation every minute. He had 
been watching her apartment building 
himself this morning, when she had 
emerged just forty minutes ago. At ex- 
actly nine o'clock, And Joe had trailed 
her as soon as she got into her car. 

After she had been driving about hap- 
hazardly for a while, Joe knew this was 
a hot lead. But she was a novice at this 
work and Joe found it easy to keep her 
in sight without arousing her suspicions. 

Eventually, she had started north on 
Linten Boulevard. Well out, she turned 
into the old Riverside section of the city. 
Almost any of the run-down, dilapidated, 
old fiat buildings in the section would 
provide a suitable hideout for a man in 
Hedge’s situation. 

Joe was almost certain now that she 
was going to meet her husband. Maybe 
she would pick him up in the coupé and 
they would try to leave the city together. 
That would be just right. Hedge would 
be carrying that hundred grand on him. 
And Joe figured he would have that 
aed within three minutes after they 
met. 


UT she didn’t pick her husband up 
in the coupé. 

Instead, Joe saw that she was going 
to park on a particularly shabby street. 
He swung his сат over to the curb 
quickly, watched as she stepped out to 
the sidewalk almost two blocks ahead 
of him. He saw her look about care- 
fully, then walk hurriedly away. 

After a few seconds, Joe got out, was 
strolling leisurely after her. He saw her 
hesitate, then turn into a building. Joe 
, hurried along. 


He was really excited now. This 
looked like the big break in the case. 
It was a three-story flat building into 
which Mrs. Hedge had gone, and Joe, 
following, passed through a dark, 
gloomy hall, climbed stairs that were 
littered with dirt. 

He couldn't guess which flat she had 
entered, so he decided to go on up the 
second flight of stairs. 

He had climbed just four steps when 
he heard the scream from above. In 
three leaps he took the remaining steps. 

The door of the flat was open when 
he reached the third floor landing, and 
there was Mrs. Hedge standing in the 
doorway. She screamed again. 

Joe looked over her shoulder. He 
couldn't see anything. 

*What's the matter?" he asked her. 

Mrs. Hedge opened her mouth. Her 
jaw shook so she didn't seem to be able 
to utter а word. She pointed back into 
the flat. 

Pushing past her, he saw a battered 
old table that stood in the center of the 
cheaply furnished living room. And just 
beyond the table lay the body of а man. 

Joe couldn't blame her for screaming. 
She must have been shocked to her heels 
when she had walked into the flat. Even 
Joe winced a little. No man could have 
taken a beating like the man on the 
floor had received—and lived. : 

He had been bashed over the head and 
face—struck again and again until the 
top of his head was hardly more than 
pulp. Joe had seen Wilford Hedge’s pic- 
ture—but it couldn’t do him any good 
now. It would take someone who knew 
Hedge well to identify his body. 

On the. floor at the right of the body 
was a brown bag, opened, empty. Joe 
took one more survey of the setup, then 
went back into the hall. 

A very large man in shirtsleeves was 
coming from the door of the flat across 
the way. He had blond hair, and the 
skin of his face and arms was tough and 
leathery from exposure to weather. His 
teeth were yellowed, and the front of 
his shirt was spotted with tobacco drip- 
pings. 

“What’s the trouble in there?” he 
asked in a deep voice. “What’s all the 
yelping about?” 

“There’s been a murder,” Joe told 
him impassively. “I’m а special officer. 
You go call the cops. Ask for Lieuten- 
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ant Leonard and tell him that Joe 
Speer is here. He’ll know what it’s all 
about." 

The big man hesitated, then turned, 
and ran down the stairs. - 

Joe turned to Mrs. Hedge. 
were rolling wildly. 
~ “Its your husband, isn’t it, Mrs. 
Hedge?” Joe asked her. 

“T_T don't know,” she moaned. “I 
nearly collapsed—when I saw him— 
there on the floor. I recognized the 
clothes—but his face was—so battered 
that I couldn’t—” 

She broke off, sobbing uncontrollably. 

“You were expecting to meet him 
here, weren’t you?” Joe pressed. 

She nodded her head. 

“You knew he was hiding here. You 
just waited until you thought—” 

“No! No!” she interrupted, shaking 
her head vigorously. “I didn’t know any- 
thing about it. Here. Read this. I 
found it under my front door this morn- 
ing.” 

Joe Speer took the sheet of paper she 
removed from her purse. He read: 


Dearest Stella: 

I know you’ve been waiting to hear from me. 
You know I wouldn’t let you down. I reasoned 
that if you didn’t know anything about this 
business it would be easier for you when the 
police questioned you. You could tell a straight 
story. 
The plain truth of it is that I got into a 
jam. I intended to pay back the money I took 
—but things just got more involved. So I de- 
cided I might as well do a good job of it and 
take plenty, enough to keep us the rest of our 
lives. I waited until I had the right oppor- 
tunity, then made the most of it. 

Now I know you'll do exactly as I say. Get 
your car and start out like you were just going 
on an errand. Make sure no one sees you leave. 
When you're sure you're in the clear, drive to 
4768 Sultan Street. Don't park right in front. 
Come to the third floor flat on the right. Walk 
right in. 

I think the heat is off now, and that the cops 
think I have gone far away, and ditched you. 
You would have known better than that all the 
time. I'm so anxious to see you again, darling. 

All my love, - 


Her еуез 


Joe put the note in his pocket. “There 
can't be much doubt that your husband 
was killed shortly before you got here, 
Mrs. Hedge," he stated. “I never saw 
him. I know his face will be hard, even 
for you, to recognize. But perhaps you 
can make sure from other things about 
him. I want you to look at him again 
just as soon as you feel able." 


RS. HEDGE straightened a little. 

“Tt’s got to be done, I know,” she 
said, rallying her determination. “ГИ 
try—now." 

She turned and walked slowly into the 
flat. She shut her eyes for a moment, 
gripping her courage. Then she looked 
down at the body on the floor. 

“It—it must be Wilford,” she said in 
a low voice. “I know that suit. From 
his features—I couldn't be sure—they 
are so disfigured. But everything about 
him—looks like Wilford.” 

There was not much else he could ex- 
tract from Mrs. Hedge that would help 
in the identification. So Joe made her 
take a chair, and remain seated in the 
hall, while he went through the apart- 


ent. : 

In the bedroom he found the big ward- 
robe trunk that Mrs. Hedge had noticed 
was missing after her husband had ab- 
seconded. The trunk was empty, but 
there were a lot of clothes hanging in 
the closet where Hedge had obviously 
put them, Some shirts and other fur- 
nishings were stowed in the drawers of 
an old dresser. 

As Joe went through the other rooms 
he wasn't surprised when he found no 
trace of the missing hundred thousand. 
That had been the motive for Hedge's 
murder, of course. And it was obvious 
that the man who had killed Hedge had 
taken the cash from that brown bag in 
the living room. 

In the kitchen, Joe found signs that 
proved beyond а doubt that Hedge had 
eaten all his meals in the flat. Most of 
the dishes were covered with dust but 
Joe noted that one article of each set 
had been used. On closer inspection he 
found that two cups and two saucers had 
recently been washed. But there was 
only one clean plate. 

Evidently someone had visited Hedge 
and had a cup of coffee with him. Al- 
most certainly the killer had been in this 
flat at least once before. So Hedge must 
have confided in someone. 

Joe frowned bitterly. "That money 
would be harder to locate now than ever. 
His employers would be more interested 
in the recovery of the money than in the 
finding of Hedge's body. And there 
didn't seem to be а clue here as to who 
the killer might have been. 

Lieutenant Leonard, bristling and 
efficient, arrived in a few minutes. Leon- 
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ard had been in charge of the case for 
the cops from the outset. Joe told in de- 
tail what had happened, and turned over 
the letter that Mrs. Hedge had received. 

“First, we’ve got to make absolutely 
sure that this is Hedge’s body,” Leon- 
ard announced. “I sent for John Staun- 
ton, the president of the Ten States 
Company. Maybe he can make an iden- 
tification. We can’t rely on Mrs. Hedge. 

*Tt'll be easy to clinch it in the end be- 
cause we have some of Hedge’s finger- 
prints from a briefcase and other per- 
sonal things in his apartment. If they 
check with those of the body here that 
will tie it up for keeps.” 

Lieutenant Leonard questioned Mrs. 
Hedge again. She was unable to name 
any person who might have committed 
the murder. 

“Somebody worked pretty fast,” the 
lieutenant observed, frowned. “That 
somebody must have known that you 
were coming to meet your husband. He 
didn’t want that meeting to occur, pos- 
sibly because he was afraid your hus- 
band might give you part of the money 
to keep. So he killed Hedge, took the 
money, and ran for it. Hedge hasn’t 
been dead more than an hour.” 

John Staunton, a straight, erect man 
with graying hair, arrived. At the re- 
quest of Lieutenant Leonard he exam- 
ined the body. He shook his head doubt- 
fully. 

“T can’t identify him, Lieutenant,” he 
said. “Not positively. It looks like 
Hedge. I think I remember that suit, 
too. But his face—” Staunton shud- 
dered a little and turned away. 

“We'll soon settle it," Leonard prom- 
ised. “We have some of Hedge’s finger- 
prints. We'll check them.” 

“We have some fingerprints, too,” 
Staunton said. “I had almost forgotten 
that angle. We have a complete record 
of every man in the employ of the Ten 
States Investment Corporation, a history 
that covers every place he ever worked 
and all essential facts. Each employee 
is required to place his prints on a card 
and sign it. I’m sure we have such a 
card on Wilford Hedge in our files." 

“That’s fine. I'll send a man over to 
your offices to get that card,” Leonard 
said, 

An hour later Joe Speer left the flat 
with the officers. It didn’t take long 
to get convincing proof that the man 


was Hedge. Both the Ten States em- 
ployment card and the prints taken from 
the Hedge apartment checked with those 
of the body. 

“We've got a pretty smart killer here, 
Joe,” Lieutenant Leonard remarked 
afterward. “I think he tried to gum 
things up, make us doubtful that 
the dead man was Hedge. Maybe he 
didn’t know Mrs. Hedge was coming. 
Maybe he thought his victim would 
never be identified at all. If we hadn’t 
found out it was Hedge we’d still be look- 
ing for him and the killer would be sit- 
ting pretty with that hundred grand. As 
it is, we're going to have a tough time 
even getting a lead to follow." 


HAT afternoon Joe Speer went out 

to the Hedge apartment. Mrs. Hedge 
met him at the door and led him into her 
living room. Her eyes were red, her 
shoulders drooped hopelessly. 

“Гт hoping you can help me a little, 
Mrs. Hedge," he began. “Т know that 
you'll want the murderer of your hus- 
band brought to book." 

“I do, Mr. Speer.” Нег eyes flamed 
just a little. “I loved my husband. PN 
admit I would have been loyal to hin— 
no matter what he did. I was ready to 
go to him when he sent for me—as I was 
certain he would. I want the killer 
caught and punished.” 

“The man who killed him must have 
known him,” Joe told her. “Now I’m 
pretty sure, from some evidence in the 
kitchen, that there was a man with him 
in that apartment. It may have been 
just a short visit that the man made. 
Surely you must have some idea whom 
your husband would have confided in.” 

“I don't," she denied. “I have no idea 
at all who it might have been. My hus- 
band never hinted to me that he was 
going to do what he did.” 

“But didn’t you notice something un- 
usual in his behavior at times?” Joe in- 
sisted. “A man about to do such a thing 
would show some nervousness.” 

Mrs. Hedge sat back and looked very 
thoughtful for a moment. 

“T did notice that he acted a bit up- 
set,” she finally admitted. “Two or three 
weeks ago. He stayed out late at night, 
said it was business affairs. But I had 
an idea it wasn’t.” 

“Didn’t you find out what he was do- 
ing, why he stayed out late?” 
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“No, I never did find out,” she replied, 
and smiled faintly. 

“But you tried. You tried to follow 
him, see where he went?” 

“No. I simply went through his 
clothes. I thought I had a clue, but it 
turned out that I didn’t have.” 

“What did you find, Mrs. Hedge?” 

“Just some match books,” she replied. 
“Three times I found a match book with 
the advertising of Macklin’s Chop House 
onit. I played detective myself. I went 
to Macklin’s a few times and watched 
for him. But I was disappointed. It 
was a quiet place. Conservative and ex- 
pensive. So I decided that my husband 
had got those match books by lunching 
there occasionally. And I never did find 
out where he spent those evenings." 

Joe Speer tried to make his shrug cas- 
ual and nonchalant. But he had better 
than a hunch that Wilford Hedge had 
done more than lunch at Macklin's. For 
Joe knew that the chop house was no 
more than a front for а rather elaborate 
gambling establishment on an upper 
floor. 

Here was the lead Joe Speer had been 
looking for. No wonder Hedge had 
borrowed money from his firm if he had 
been bucking Dave Macklin's games. 
And if Hedge had owed Macklin dough, 
Macklin would have put plenty of pres- 
sure on him, and probably threatened to 
- аре him to the firm if he didn't pay 


off. 

Macklin would know all the answers. 
If he was on the inside of this, it would 
have been à cinch for him to kill Hedge 
and grab that hundred grand. 

Perfunctorily, Joe questioned Mrs. 
Hedge a few minutes longer, then ex- 
cused himself and left. At four o’clock 
that afternoon he went to Dave Mack- 
lin’s place, climbed two flights of stairs, 
and entered the open door of an office. 


ACKLIN sat at a flat-topped desk. 

He was a tall, heavy-framed man 
with a long, hard face. Two other men 
with equally unattractive faces sat in 
chairs that were tipped back against the 
wall at Macklin's right. Macklin looked 
up and frowned, 

“I’m Joe Speer," Joe announced easily. 
“Т represent some insurance companies. 
We've got to cover a loss of the Ten 
States Investment Corporation. A hun- 
dred grand. Cashier by the name of 


Wilford Hedge blew with the dough." 
“What about it?" Macklin growled. 
“T understand you took a loss on 

Hedge, too, Macklin. Hedge bucked your 

games, didn’t he? How much did he take 

you for?” 

Macklin leaned back in his chair. 

“Tf he took me for anything, it's my 
private business,” he said nastily. “Why 
should I pop off to you?” 

“Maybe you’d rather have Lieutenant 
Leonard ask the questions, Macklin. I 
haven’t tipped him yet what I found out. 
Maybe if I did, Leonard would send a 
couple of his heavies up after you.” 

“So what? He couldn’t lay a finger on 
me just because a guy happens to owe 
me a little dough.” 

“No, but he could certainly pinch you 
if he got the hunch that you evened the 
score by taking away from Hedge that 
hundred grand that he stole.” 

Macklin’s head jerked a little. “You 
mean you think I might have helped 
Hedge lam with that money—and taken 
a cut of it? You're on the wrong color, 
fella. Of course, I know Hedge ab- 
sconded. But I wasn’t in on it. I don’t 
have the slightest idea where he is.” 

“You mean you don’t know which 
morgue they took him to?” 

Dave Macklin stiffened in his chair. 
“Morgue! Are you telling me that 
Hedge is dead?” : 

“That’s the general idea, Macklin. The 
question is—is it news to you? Hedge 
owed you gambling debts. You put pres- 
sure on him to pay. So the cops may 
figure that you helped him lam on the 
promise he'd square with you. The cops 
will eertainly work on you when they 
find all this out." 

Macklin reached up and loosened his 
collar with his right hand. 

“You’re telling me," he said hoarsely. 
“Tf Hedge is dead—I’m in a spot. I didn’t 
know it. Just got up an hour ago. 
Haven't even seen a paper or heard the 
radio. When was Hedge killed?” 

* About eight this morning. I suppose 
you're covered for that hour." 

Macklin grimaced bitterly. “The devil 
of it is I ain’t. The boys dropped me at 
my apartment about five this morning. 
I went right to bed and stayed there— 
but I can’t prove it.” 

“You'll never need an alibi more, 
Macklin." 

*Don't I know it," Macklin groaned. 
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“That rat of a Hedge ate into me for 
eight grand—I got an I.O.U. Sure I tried 
to collect it, I knew he was cashier at 
the Ten States. I figured he was a big 
shot with some real dough. But when 
I checked I found all he had was a five 
thousand salary. This Ten States com- 
pany is owned by a syndicate. They 
operate in a lot of cities. Hedge was no 
more than a glorified bookkeeper for 
them. I knew he couldn’t pay off.” 

“You mean he couldn't pay off without 
stealing,” Joe amended. 

“I never asked him to rob any till for 
me,” Macklin countered quickly. “Asa 
matter of fact when I found out how he 
stood I agreed to let him pay me a hun- 
dred a month on account. That’s the way 
things stood when he powdered. The 
rat crossed me as well as his company.” 

“Maybe, Macklin,” Joe told him. “But 
you still need an alibi for the kill.” 

Macklin’s eyes glinted shrewdly. “And 
you need some evidence to hook me in 
to that kill,” he retorted. “There are 
plenty of others who might have got 
next to Hedge and taken his dough away 
from-him and bumped him. You can’t 
pin this job on me.” 

Suddenly Macklin rose, grabbed his 
hat from a rack on the wall. 

“You know what I’m gonna do,” he 
snapped. “I’m going to beat Leonard 
to it. I’m going right down to Head- 
quarters and give him my story, give it 
straight. I want that killer caught my- 
self. I’m smart enough to know the heat 
is on me till he is caught.” 

Joe went down to the street with 
him, watched as Macklin got in his car 
and drove off. 


AS Macklin bluffing? Had he been 

sitting there, waiting for someone 
to brace him about the kill? Ready to 
go to the cops with an air of outraged 
innocence? It was true, as Macklin had 
said, that others might have found out 
where Hedge was hiding. 

Joe suddenly remembered the big man 
with the yellowed teeth who had lived 
in the flat next to Hedge. That man 
might have been smarter than he had 
looked. If he had recognized Hedge from 
newspaper pictures, he might have got 
ideas. A workman like that might eas- 
ily go in for a bludgeoning job, too. 

When Joe Speer drove out to 4768 
Suitan Street, there was a truck parked 


in front of the building, with furniture 
stacked in it. Joe was just in time to 
see the man with the yellowed teeth 
climb into the truck and drive away. Joe 
trailed it for two miles, until it parked 
before another flat building in a poor 
section of the city. 

The big man entered the building, a 
few minutes later reappearing with a 
man and a woman, and they all began 
to unload the furniture. 

Joe got out of his car, strolled up to 
them. 

“You decided to move very suddenly,” 
Joe said quietly. 

It was the woman who answered. 

“That murder was pretty sudden, too, 
Mister,” she said solemnly. “You think 
Im going to spend another night in a 
dump where there was а murder? Not 
me. We're moving in with my sister till 
we can find another place. " 

The big man with the yellow teeth 


grinned. 
“Its ghosts she's afraid of,” he 
chuckled. “She thinks murdered people 


come back and haunt the place where 
they was killed. So I had to go borrow 
а truck and move out of that place." 

“Т didn't have to urge you none," she 
taunted him shrilly. “АП the yellow 
in you ain't on your teeth." 

“The man who was killed had a hun- 
dred thousand dollars with him,” Joe 
reminded thent. “It’s still missing. May- 
be you should have stayed and looked for 
it tonight." 

*Not me, Mister," she said hollowly. 
“I wouldn't touch dead man's things. 
Just last night I saw that man with my 
own eyes. Saw him carrying a big trunk 
up into his flat.’ 

*Carrying a trunk!" Joe exclaimed. 
*Are you sure about that? I thought 
the trunk had been in his flat several 
days." 

“Tt hadn't!" the woman denied stout- 
ly. “I saw him carrying it up. An- 
other man was helping him too. It was 
heavy and I felt the floor shake a little 
when they dropped it in the room." 

“Can you deseribe the man who helped 
to carry the trunk?” Joe asked tensely. 

“Didn’t see his face. Had his hat down 
over his eyes—like the other one. But 
he was a big, tall man. Dressed pretty 
slick. I think he had a narrow chin.” 

Dave Macklin! The description fits 
him to a T, 


STRAIGHT 


Joe didn’t waste a minute in driving 
back to Sultan Street. The door of the 
flat was unlocked, and everything had 
been removed. But Joe went looking for 
that trunk. 

He didn’t find it. Telephone calls es- 
tablished that the police thought Mrs. 
Hedge had sent for the trunk. Mrs. 
Hedge said that she thought that the 
police were holding it. Joe wondered 
darkly if he had overlooked a bet. If 
may be that hundred thousand could pos- 
sibly had been hidden in a secret com- 
partment in the big wardrobe trunk. 

That trunk kept worrying Joe. He 
considered other possibilities. The 
woman had said that the trunk seemed 
very heavy. Yet it couldn’t have con- 
tained the body of Hedge because Hedge 
had been killed just an hour before he 
was found. And the trunk had been 
carried up the night before, and Hedge 
had been carrying it. 

Finally, Joe went down to the morgue 
and took another careful look at the 
body. Meticulously, he examined the 
suit, noted the name of the tailor and 
paid the tailor a visit. Then he went to 
Headquarters and once more examined 
Lieutenant Leonard's findings. 

By the next afternoon Joe had devel- 
oped a theory. 

Late that night he took a plane for 
Toledo. He was gone two days. 


OE SPEER walked through the lobby 

of a modern apartment building, and 
went up to the sixth floor. He rang at 
а door. John Staunton, president of the 
Ten States company, stood waiting. 

*Come right in, Speer," he greeted. *T 
was just getting ready to go out for the 
evening when you called, but I can spare 
а few minutes." 

Joe followed him into a large, well- 
furnished living room and took the chair 
that Staunton indicated. 

*You've got something new on the 
case?" Staunton asked. 

“Гуе found out I was badly fooled in 
some respects," Joe replied without pre- 
liminaries. “I thought I was pretty 
smart when I managed to follow Mrs. 
Hedge to that flat on Sultan Street. But 
I wasn't smart. She played me for a 
sueker. She knew I would trail her. She 
led me straight to murder. Her screams, 
her supposed shock at the finding of the 
body were all faked. 


TO MURDER 65 

."I fell for the play. She did a nice 
bit of acting. Hedge had actually writ- 
ten the note she produced. That note 
seemed to clear her of any knowledge of 
his crime. That was all part of the 
Scheme. Mrs. Hedge was in on it from 
the first." 

“This is astounding,” Staunton ex- 
claimed. “You mean you think Mrs. 
Hedge was working with the gambler, 
Macklin? That she knew Macklin had 
killed Hedge and taken the money from 
him?” 

“Macklin was a red herring,” Joe 
snapped. “It was true that Hedge had 
bucked Macklin’s games and owed him 
eight grand. It looked bad for Macklin, 
Particularly when a woman who lived 
in that building said she had seen a man 
of Macklin’s description helping Hedge 
carry a trunk up to that flat the eve- 
ning before the murder.” 

“Macklin must have been at the bot- 
tom of it,” Staunton noted. 

“It looked that way. There was just 
one thing that made me think that 
Macklin was innocent. He didn’t have 
any alibi. Now I wouldn’t put murder 
past Dave Macklin. But he wouldn’t 
have to do the job himself. He could 
get a dozen men to do the job for him. 
And, if he committed a murder, he’d be 
very careful to see that he had an alibi 
that would be fool-proof before a jury. 

“But Macklin admitted he had no 
alibi at all. With a guy like him that 
was fair evidence that he hadn’t been 
in on it.” 

“But, from what you say, the whole 
thing seemed to revolve around Mack- 
lin,” Staunton objected. 

“On the surface. But it really re- 
volved around Mrs. Hedge. She was the 
one who planted the clues of the match 
books that led me to Macklin. She was 
setting Macklin up as the fall guy.” 

“You don’t mean that you think Mrs. 
Hedge murdered her own husband, took 
the money, then led you right back to 
his body ?” 

“Not exactly that, Staunton. But she 
knew the body was in the flat when she 
walked in and cut loose with a scream. 
It was that trunk that got me to think- 
ing. Hedge had been in that flat sev- 
eral days. Where had the trunk been 
in the meantime? Why didn’t Hedge 
have it with him when he moved in?” 

“Why?” Staunton repeated. 
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“I got the answer shortly. I went 
down to the morgue and took another 
look at the dead man and his things. 
I noticed one thing. The sleeves of the 
coat of that suit were very short, so 
short as to be noticeable. Yet the suit 
had been tailored for Hedge. No tailor 
would have made sleeves that short. I 
checked with the tailor and he said he’d 
never made sleeves that short for any- 
one. Here was evidence that the dead 
man was not Hedge 

“But the йе ИА? АП {һе оШег 
identification ?" 

“If the dead man wasn’t Hedge, 
the identifieation evidence was all 
planted," Joe went on. “That added 
up. It explained the trunk business. 
There wasn't a dead man in the trunk 
that Hedge carried up to his flat. There 
was a live man. The stooge that was 
to be murdered in the morning and 
substituted for Hedge." 

*But where could a man be found 
who would be so much like Hedge that 
he could be planted in his place?" 
Staunton asked, his eyes wide with dis- 
belief. 

*He was found in Toledo, Ohio," Joe 
answered readily. “Take a look at this." 

Staunton stared at the clipping that 
Joe Speer shoved across the table. It 
was a clipping from а newspaper. 
Staunton read aloud: 


Wanted—Man about forty years of age. 
Must have black hair and black eyes. Dark 
complexion, rather small face. Weight about 
one sixty. Height five feet, seven inches. 
Pleasant work doubling for movie star. Apply 
Room 923, Elton Bldg. at 7:00 Р. M. 


TAUNTON looked up, obviously 

puzzled. “You think Hedge went to 
Toledo, put this ad in the paper, found 
a man who resembled him so closely 
that he could be used in the fake?” 

“That’s the way the stooge was 
found, Staunton. That poor devil 
thought he had tumbled into a swell 
job. He thought he was being enter- 
tained when he was in Hedge's apart- 
ment before Hedge vanished. He didn't 
realize that he was putting his finger- 
prints on a lot of Hedge's personal 
things, laying the foundation for the 
fake identification. 

“In the days that followed he didn't 
dream that he was just being nursed 
along until the time came for him to be 


tied and gagged and stuffed in that 
trunk and carried up to the flat on 
Sultan Street so that he could be mur- 
dered in the morning.” 

“You mean that Hedge and Mrs. 
Hedge planned out this whole thing 
long in advance? That they had this 
substitute under cover all the time?” 

“No. They didn’t do it alone. There 
was an assistant. That was the man 
that the woman saw helping with the 
trunk the night before the murder.” 

“You mean—Macklin ?” 

“A man who resembled Macklin only 
in his general build,” Joe corrected. 

“At first I was sure it was Macklin. 
Then it occurred to me that the de- 
scription could just as well fit another 
man. I checked that other man. 
found he had been absent from the 
city a couple of days at about the time 
the stooge was picked up in Toledo. 

“That’s what made me tumble as to 
how the stooge had been located. I 
went to the library, ran through the 
want ad columns of Toledo papers. 
Then I went to Toledo to check on it.” 

Staunton’s face was now ashen as 
he stared wildly at Joe Speer. 

“Yes, that description that the 
woman gave me fitted another man as 
well as it fitted Macklin,” Joe declared 
grimly. “It fitted you, Staunton. I 
found that you had been out of town 
on a supposed business trip to the 
home office of the Ten States. But you 
hadn’t been at the home office. You 
went to Toledo, put that ad in the 
paper. It was you who got the stooge.” 

“T was never in Toledo in my life,” 
Staunton denied hoarsely. 

“The manager of the Elton building 
and his secretary both identified your 
picture as that of the man who rented 
that office, Staunton. I had checked 
you further before I left. 

“You weren’t a rich man. You didn’t 
own but five shares of Ten States 
stock. You were just like Hedge. The 
stock market hooked you for plenty 
and you were forced to borrow heavily 
from your own company on notes that 
you forged. 

“Then you discovered that Hedge 
was short, too. Together you worked 
out this slick scheme to have this man 
killed and identified as Hedge. It was 
easy to substitute that card with the 
new fingerprints on it. With Hedge 
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pronounced dead by the police, the 
heat would be off him and he’d have 
that hundred grand in the clear.” 

"It's a lie! Every word of it! Why, 
you haven’t even proof that Hedge is 
still alive," Staunton shouted. “You 
can’t prove a thing!” 

"You've been using your ration 
books, Staunton. Buying fresh meat 
and canned stuff and bringing it up 
here to your apartment. Yet you've 
had all your meals at restaurants. 
Who's been eating that stuff here? Is 
it Hedge?" 

Before the words were out of his 
mouth, Joe had his answer. He had 
been keeping an eye on a door that led 
to the rear of the apartment. Now he 
saw the dark face of Hedge as it 
showed around the jamb, saw the gun 
that was thrust out for a quick aim, 
and a shot. 

Joe dived under the table just as the 
gun exploded. And the shot flew over 
ра head to thud into the wall behind 

im. 

Hedge was running from the door- 
way toward the table as Joe whipped 
out his gun and fired a true shot into 
Hedge’s knee. Yelling, stumbling 
Hedge caught at the table to keep from 
falling and Joe swiftly hooked him 
around the waist with a viselike right 
arm, turned him around, and looked 
for Staunton. 

But Staunton wasn’t the fighting 
type. As Hedge had fired, he had 
sprinted for that rear hall. Joe got no 
more than a glimpse of his coat-tail as 
he disappeared. 

Staunton didn’t get far. In less than 
a minute, two cops had brought him 
back into the room. Another one ap- 
peared with Mrs. Hedge. And there 


was Lieutenant Leonard brisk and 
са ое coming through the front 
oor. 

“You said you’d call me at the first 
sign of trouble, Joe,” he grumbled. 

“There wasn’t any sign of trouble 
till Hedge poked his gun through the 
doorway and took a shot at me,” Joe 
told him. “And I wasn’t even sure he 
was in the apartment till then. But my 
guess was right. This apartment was 
the real hideout. 

“Staunton kept the stooge here after 
Hedge vanished. Staunton doped, tied 
and gagged him, put him in the trunk, 
got the trunk to Sultan Street, where 
he and Hedge carried it up to the flat. 
Then Hedge came right back here 
after the murder, and I doubt he’s left 
the apartment since.” 

“That’s it,” Leonard agreed. “They 
thought they were in the clear, thought 
we were still chasing Macklin or the 
vapory killer they had created. So 
Mrs. Hedge thought she was safe in 
slipping in here to spend an evening 
with her late lamented husband. 
Hedge probably thought his best bet 
was to kill you and then the three of 
them would run for it.” 

Already the cops were searching the 
apartment, and in less than ten min- 
utes they found that hundred grand on 
a shelf in a closet. 

Lieutenant Leonard stared at the 
currency when they laid it out on the 
table. 

“The companies you represent are 
darn lucky to get that hundred grand 
back, Joe,” he said. “And I’m going to 
tell them so. If they don’t give you a 
nice bonus for this job it won’t be be- 
cause I didn’t give them a strong 
enough hint.” 
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“SIGNALS OF DEATH 


By BENTON BRADEN 


The peanut-chewing sleuth plunges into a welter of 
fast action as he battles to save a kidnaped bride 


from the hands of a vicious crew of extortioners! 


CHAPTER I 
TWENTY-FIVE THOUSAND CASH 


ILLIE BRANN drove 
down the wide resi- 
dential street in 
Crown Falls and 
parked before a big 
white house. It was 
dusk and all along the 
stret lights were 
twinkling through the 
light rain that had 
just begun to fall. This 
particular house was 

the residence of Henry Duncan, presi- 

dent of the First National Bank of 

Crown Falls, а town that boasted of its 

five thousand population. 

Willie sat in his coupé for a few min- 
utes and considered. While he consid- 
ered his hand came in and out of his 
right-hand coat pocket where he carried 
a supply of peanuts. In the gloom he 
looked like а chubby boy as he cracked 
one shell after another and transferred 
the meats to his mouth. 

Willie Brann was a bit short and 
plump, and he was round-faced. His ap- 
pearance was not impressive, but he was 
top man in the Cole Detective Agency 
and astonishingly fast with his two big 
automatics. 

He disposed of a final goober, got out 
of the coupé, and made his way across 
the spacious lawn to the front porch of 
the house. The door was opened quickly 
after he punched the button at the right 
of the door. Henry Duncan, a tall, gray- 
haired. man, looked questioningly at 
Willie, 


“TIm Brann of the Cole Agency, Mr. 
Duncan," Willie said crisply. 

*Come right in, Mr. Brann," Duncan 
invited. 

They went through a hall, entered a 
small room that was equipped as a 
study, and sat down. 

“Your office phoned me that you 
would arrive late this afternoon, that 
you would want to talk to me about 
Stephen York,” Duncan said. 

“That’s right.” Willie nodded. He 
reached for a goober, then changed his 
mind. “I’m acting for young York's 
father, Wainright York. The elder York 
told me that his son built a cottage up on 
upper Moon Lake near here about a year 
ago. Young York liked the fishing there 
and took a fancy to the community. He 
spent about five thousand on that cot- 
tage. He’s spent much time up here 
since.” 

“That’s true.” The banker nodded. 
“And we were all glad to have a member 
of such a distinguished family as the 
Yorks take a liking to our community. 
Everyone here has tried to make it 
pleasant for him.” 

“It now appears," Willie said, with a 
dry note in his voice, "that someone is 
also making it expensive for him. Steve 
York has some money of his own. In the 
form of bonds and stocks. In the last ten 
days he has instructed his bank in the 
city to convert twenty-five thousand dol- 
lars’ worth of that paper into cash. He 
instructed his bank to deposit that cash 
in your bank to his credit. That was ' 
done, wasn’t it?” 

“Yes,” Duncan said. “We received it 
in the form of two drafts. One was for 
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ten thousand, one for fifteen. It was de- 
posited to Stephen York’s account.” 

“But it’s not in your bank now—that 
cash?” 

“No. Young York checked it all out 
almost immediately.” 

“How did he take it?” 

“He took it in cash.” 

“Didn’t that strike you as a bit un- 
usual, Mr. Duncan?” 

“Yes.” The banker frowned. “I 
thought it strange that he should draw 
out so much cash." 

“You asked him what he was going to 
do with the money?” 


HE banker’s frown grew deeper. 

“I hinted, Mr. Brann. But it was 
plain that Steve York didn’t want to 
make any explanation. Now you can see 
that I was in no position to demand an 
explanation. He has this money in his 
own right. His father is one of the 
wealthiest and most influential men in 
this state. Twenty-five thousand is a 
large sum of money to me. But it is not 
a large sum to the Yorks. The old man 
^as millions. So when I saw that Steve 
didn’t care to confide in me I didn't at- 
tempt to pry further. I guess he can 
throw twenty-five thousand away if he 
wants to—and still not be broke.” 

"That's true, Mr. Duncan,’ Willie 
conceded. “And his father wouldn't ob- 
ject in the least if he lost twenty-five 
thousand in а business venture, or sim- 
ply spent it. -But Wainright York is a 
proud businessman, He doesn't want his 
son cheated or defrauded. He doesn't 
care to have his son make a fool of him- 
self. Steve was just twenty-one a few 
months ago. So when the bank tipped 
his father that Steve was converting 
some of his stuff into rather large sums 
of cash, Wainright employed the Cole 
Ageney to make a quiet investigation. 
Wainright wants to know exactly what 
his son is doing with that cash." 

“The truth is that I can't give you the 
answers," Duncan said frankly. *I was 
afraid that if I got too curious young 
York might take offense and transfer 
his account to the other bank." 

“Сап you give me a lead?" Willie 
asked. *My instructions are to get this 
information without asking young York 
directly. His father doesn't want the 
boy to know that he's checking on him. 
Is there anyone here in Crown Falls 


Mia might know what the youngster is 
о ” 


“Steve doesn’t spend much time in 
Crown Falls. He sticks pretty close to 
his cottage on upper Moon Lake. But 
nearly always he drops in at Joe Faye’s 
place. Faye handles tobacco, fishing 
tackle, odds and ends. I guess that is the 
only place where Steve really does any 
loafing. You might drop in and see Joe 
Faye. Steve might have dropped some- 
thing to him." 

It was dark and raining when Willie 
Brann went into Joe Faye's shop thirty 
minutes later. Faye, a dark-complex- 
ioned, sharp-faced little man, was alone 
in his place, sitting in a chair behind a 
counter. He got up, grinning. 

"What will it be, friend?" he asked. 

Willie pointed at the peanut and pop- 
corn machine near the door. 

"Five sacks of peanuts," he said. 

*Five sacks?" Faye's grin grew wider. 
*You must have quite a family, Mister." 
He got the peanuts, handed them to 
Willie, took the change. “Anything 
else?” 

“You might be able to help me a 
little,” Willie told him. “I came up here 
to see a man named Stephen York. On 
business. You know him?” 

“Sure,” Faye shrugged. “He buys his 
fishing tackle and smokes here. Drops 
in every time he comes into Crown Falls. 
What do you want to know?” 

“Anything about his business,” Willie 
said casually. “You see, I’m a salesman. 
I got a tip that young York was going to 
do some construction work up here. I 
sell material. I thought I might come up 
here and get the inside track. You know 
anything about it? I didn't get any de- 
tails. You know what kind of a proposi- 
tion I'd run into?" 

Joe Faye stared at Willie for a mo- 
ment. Then he took a plug of tobacco 
from his vest pocket and took a healthy 
chew. 

“ГИ tip you, friend," he said. “But 
it's confidential, so don't quote me. It's a 
mining job." 

*A mine? What kind?" 

“Zinc.” 


ILLIE BRANN crushed a goober 
between his fingers and flipped the 
shell behind the counter. 
“I didn't know there were any mines 
around here," he said after а moment. 
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Joe Faye grinned again, "There ain't, 
friend. Not any producing mine. But 
there is an old shaft that was put down 
fifteen years ago. Young York got to 
looking it over. I think he had an expert 
соте up and go over it. He thinks he 
ean make it go, so he is putting some 
money in it." 

*About how much money is he put- 
ting into it?" 

*Now you got me there," Faye chuck- 
led. *Steve York ain't taking me in as a 
partner. That's all I know about it." 

*Where is this mine?" 

*Seven miles east of Crown Falls." 

“Т guess ГІ run out and see him,” 
Willie decided, *Nothing like getting in 
on the ground floor. How do you get out 
to his place?" 

*You keep right on north on this 
street,” Faye directed. “After three 
miles the road winds around among the 
hills and some small lakes. Nine miles 
out you come to a fork in the road. Take 
the left road. You'll find York's cottage 
a mile and a half on—on the right side 
of the road." 

Willie looked out the window to the 
street. It was raining hard now. 

*How's the road in wet weather?" he 
asked doubtfully. 

*Everybody seems to go over it?" 
Faye replied. “It might be a little slick 
in places. But I never heard of anybody 
going in the ditch." 

“TIl try it, I guess," Willie said. 

He went to the door, turned up his 
collar, made a dash across the walk, and 
climbed in his coupé. 

Joe Faye stared after him for a few 
seconds. Then he looked down at the 
peanut shells on the floor, 

“A salesman, huh?” he muttered. “I 
guess that’s right. He sells lead—for the 
Cole Agency. Them peanuts was the tip- 
off. I don’t read all the crime news for 
nothing. Willie Brann!” 

Joe Faye went quickly to the rear of 
his shop and picked up the telephone.... 

Willie Brann thought, as he, drove 
north, that Joe Faye’s opinion of the 
road in wet weather had been a trifie op- 
timistic. The road had a good hard sur- 
face but there was clay in it and the 
coupé was skidding a bit. Willie slowed 
down to a snails.pace and eased the 
coupé along over the places that looked 
particularly bad. 

He was in no hurry anyway. Now 


that he had found out that young Steve 
York was involved in nothing more seri- 
ous than the rejuvenation of an old zine 
mine the affair seemed trivial. He would 
make short work of the business. He 
would go up to York’s cabin, present 
himself as a material salesman. York 
would probably open up and talk a little. 
Then Willie could go back and make a 
complete report to Wainright York and 
that would be the end of it for the Cole 
Agency. 

It was perhaps forty minutes before 
he reached the fork in the road. ‘He 
stopped for a minute and looked the 
road over. The road that led to the right 
looked better but Faye, he remembered 
distinctly, had told him to take the left 
fork. Willie put his car in gear again 
and turned left. 

The road was rutted but there seemed 
to be more gravel on it. Willie speeded 
up a little. He swung the coupé around 
a rather sharp turn to the right. He saw 
the hill there just a moment late. The 
road began a sharp descent. Willie 
braked, but the brakes didn’t seem to 
take hold. 

The road grew steeper. Willie fought 
the wheel. The coupé slipped and 
skidded downward crazily. Willie looked 
hard ahead and down but he couldn’t see 
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the bottom of the hill. On the right he 
saw jutting rocks. His car was gaining 
momentum. If it swerved into the rocks 
he would be in for a bad wreck. 

Willie decided he didn’t want any part 
of that. There was no telling how long 
this hill was. He opened the door at his 
left, got his feet out, hung there for an 
instant, then dived blindly into the dark- 
ness. 

He leaped just in time. He heard a 
gun explode not twenty feet away from 
him. The lead went over his head and 
smacked into the window of the coupé. 

Willie had his hands out to break his 
fall. But his hands didn’t touch any- 
thing. It seemed to Willie that he went 
down and down, that he was dropping 
into a pit. But it was water that broke 
his fall. He struck with a big splash and 
the water closed over his head. He 
flailed his hands and arms, felt himself 
slowly rising again. His head broke 
water and he opened his mouth to gulp 
in air. 


E SHOOK his head to get the water 

from his eyes. He made а half-turn 
in the water and saw the headlights of 
his coupé. The car had struck some- 
thing and stopped. For once he was 
thankful that he was plump. It made it 
easy for him to keep afloat with the 
extra burden of his clothes. 

He didn't make the mistake of pad- 
dling directly for his coupé. Instead, he 
swam slowly away to the left of it, 
turned in toward the bank when he was 
at least thirty yards below it. 

His hand caught a rock. He held onto 
it until he got. his feet on bottom. He 
cautiously crawled from the water and 
soon was on the road again. He had 
leaped when his car was almost at the 
bottom of the hill. This road ran along 
the edge of the lake. His car had struck 
on the hillside or it would have plunged 
into the lake with him. The lights of his 
ва played on stunted trees оп the hill- 
side. 

Willie hugged the hill and slowly 
made his way back to his coupé. At each 
few steps he stopped and listened. He 
couldn’t see or hear anything. He got 
down and crawled as he got close to the 
coupé. It had not capsized, but it was 
tilted crazily. He crawled underneath it 
to the opposite side. The door there was 
open. He reached inside and got the 


automatic from the holster that was 
fastened beneath the dash. Then he 
reached over and switched off the lights. 

That was a good enough signal for the 
man who was waiting out there. Again 
a gun roared and bullets sprayed over 
the coupé. Willie could guess that his 
enemy had emptied two guns. Willie flat- 
tened on the ground and waited. 

He heard movement out in the brush. 
He fired once, blindly. That movement 
increased. He could distinctly hear the 
man running away through the brush. 
Willie fired twice more. He had no tar- 
get and knew he was wasting lead. He 
listened a few minutes but no sound 
came to him. He concluded that his as- 
sailant had left. 


CHAPTER II 
STRANGE DISAPPEARANCE 


T WAS nearly half an hour 
later when Willie Brann 
reached the fork of the road 

Е again. He used the flashlight 

fee that he had taken from his 

44 wrecked coupé. 

A "That fellow Faye must 
have deliberately misdi- 
rected me," he muttered stormily. *He 
didn't warn me about that dangerous 
hill. I doubt if that road goes farther 
than the lake anyway. I’ll collar that 
Faye the minute I get back to town and 
he'll have some explaining to do. 

Willie had no desire to hoof that nine 
miles back to Crown Falls. He knew 
that the general directions had been 
right, that Steve York's cottage was 
about twelve miles out, on upper Moon 
Lake. That must have been lower Moon 
Lake into which he had dived. Willie 
started up the road that led to the right. 

The rain was slacking off now and 
white clouds were floating overhead. He 
had walked just about a mile and a half 
when he saw faint light gleaming 
through the trees at his right. A few 
yards farther and he spotted а rural 
mail-box that stood on a post at the side 
of the road. He used his flashlight. The 
name printed in black letters on the box 
was "Stephen York." 

Faye's directions had been perfect ex- 
cept for the left turn at the fork. So 
Faye would have an.out. He would say 
that it had been a slip of the tongue on 
his part. Or he might claim that Willie 
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was wrong and that he had actually 
been told to take the right fork and 
later had become confused. He wouldn’t 
let Faye get away with that. He would 
put on the pressure and make Faye tell 
the truth. 

Willie turned in on the narrow road 
and picked his way toward that light. 
The outline of the rambling cottage rose 
before him. He groped his way up on 
to the wide porch, found the front door 
and knocked. He thought he heard 
movement inside the cottage, but no one 
came to the door. He knocked again and 
got no better results. 

He tried the door knob. The door 
was unlocked. He opened it a few 
inches. 

“York!” he called out. 

The call was unanswered. He moved 
to the center of the room and looked 
about. It was a large room and com- 
fortably furnished. 

Willie sniffed cigarette smoke. He 
saw a cup and saucer on the large round 
table in the center of the room. The 
cup was half filled with coffee. Willie 
touched the cup with his fingers. It was 
warm. 

Just beyond the cup was a frame on 
an easel. In the frame was the picture 
of a girl. She was a blonde and her face 
was intelligent and friendly. : 

Willie stepped back and called out 
loudly: 

“ ork I" 

The echo of his voice as it rolled 
through the rooms was his only reply. 
Willie frowned a little. It was almost 
certain that Steve York had been in this 
room when he had stepped on the porch. 
York had ducked. Why? Willie decided 
that it would not be wise for him to 
search the rest of the cottage. York 
had probably gone out the back door 
anyway. 

Wille stepped back onto the front 
porch. Off to his right he saw another 
light gleaming down the road. He went 
back out to the road, trudged almost a 
quarter of a mile before he came to an- 
other cottage on the left side of the 
road. The road ran along upper Moon 
Lake, he could see. Both these cottages 
were on the shore of the lake. 

Again Willie stepped up on a front 
porch and knocked on a door. The door 
was opened almost immediately. A tall 
gaunt man in tan slacks looked him 
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over. The man had graying hair and 
wore spectacles, 

*[ had an accident down the road," 
Willie Brann said. “Wrecked my car. 
I was on my way to Steve York's place 
but he doesn't seem to be at home." 

*You look like you had fallen in the 
lake," the gray-haired man observed. 
"You'd better come in and dry out a 


Willie followed the man into a neatly 
furnished living room. A plump, brown- 
haired woman of about fifty was sitting 
in а rocking chair, knitting. Willie in- 
troduced himself. 

“Му name is Hinshaw," the tall man 
said in acknowledgment. “This is my 
wife. I can build a fire for you so you’ll 
dry out more quickly.” 

“Don’t bother,” Willie said. “It’s 
warm and I’m not chilled. I wonder 
where Steve York is. There was a light 
in his cottage but he didn’t seem to be 
around. At least he didn’t answer when 
I knocked and called out.” 

“Probably out for some night fish- 
ing,” Hinshaw said. “You’re a friend 
of his?” 

“No,” Willie admitted. “I’ve never 
even seen him. I’m a salesman. I heard 
he was going to put an old mine back 
E production and I wanted to talk to 

im." 

Hinshaw stared for а moment. “Не 
may stay out all night on the lake," he 
said slowly. “I doubt that you get to see 
him tonight." 


ILLIE didn't know a great deal 
about fishing but it seemed to him 
a poor night to be out on that lake. 

"Its rather peculiar, Mr. Hinshaw,” 
he said frankly. “Т was sure that Steve 
York was in that cottage when I 
knocked on his door. I think he de- 
liberately ran out on me. Do you sup- 
pose that anything could be wrong up 
at his cottage?" 

“No!” Hinshaw spoke that word 
quickly, with uncalled-for emphasis. “f 
know there’s nothing wrong. I was up 
at his cottage shortly before dark and 
talked to him. He told me he thought 
he’d take his boat and go out on the lake 
tonight. He probably won’t catch any 
fish, but he enjoys that sort of thing. 
He always leaves a light in his cottage 
when he goes out for the night. You can 
be sure that—there is nothing wrong.” 
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Hinshaw leaned back in his chair and 
shrugged as though that settled the mat- 
ter. Willie Brann glanced at Mrs. Hin- 
shaw. Her fingers were moving the 
knitting needles feverishly. Her face 
had gone as white as chalk. Willie knew 
that he was looking at a woman who 
was almost overcome with terror, abject 
terror. 

“You know York pretty well then?” 
Willie asked. 

“Very well. We've been his nearest 
neighbors since he built that cottage a 
year ago. We fish together a lot. I'm 
à retired merchant. 1 built this place 
three years ago. My wife and daughter 
liked it so well that we decided to live 
here the year around. It agrees with 
my health." He paused a moment, then 
added in explanation. “Му daughter 
isn't here right now. She's visiting her 
married sister in Pokosset." 

“You have a phone?” Willie inquired. 
“Pd like to call in to Crown Falls and 
have someone drive out and get me. I've 
got dry clothes at the hotel there." 

*[ can drive you in," Hinshaw volun- 
teered quickly. *No trouble at all." 

*'The road is a bit slippery." 

*[ know every inch of the road. 
Driven it in all kinds of weather. We'll 
have no trouble about that." 

It seemed to Willie that Hinshaw was 
in а great hurry to get him out of there 
and back to Crown Falls. In five minutes 
they drove past the Steve York cottage. 
Hinshaw kept up a chatter but didn't 
mention York. 

*We'l just hurry along," he said, as 
though in excuse. “I’m a little worried 
about my wife and want to get back as 
soon as possible. She had an attack of 
indigestion today and isn’t feeling well.” 

Willie smiled a little in the darkness. 
It wasn’t illness that had made Mrs. 
Hinshaw’s face go white. It was fear. 
This was not going to be a simple af- 
fair as he had thought when he had 
driven out of Crown Falls. 

He had been given wrong road direc- 
tions and had ended in a crash. Some- 
one had been expecting that and was 
there to finish him off with a gun. For 
some reason or other Steve York had 
not wanted to see him. 

Steve had deliberately ducked out. 
And Mrs. Hinshaw, who had lived in 
the nearest cottage only a few hundred 
yards away, had not been able to conceal 


her terror. There was nothing simple 
about it. : 

But Willie had a lead, and an excel- 
lent one. Joe Faye. Faye knew at least 
some of the answers. But, when they 
drove in to Crown Falls, Faye’s place 
was dark. All the stores were closed and 
the main street deserted. Hinshaw drove 
Willie to the Crown Falls Hotel. He 
refused to accept any pay for the trip. 

“Glad to accommodate you, Mr. 
Brann,” he said. “I’d expect anyone 
else to do the same for me under similar 
conditions. Hope you don’t catch cold. 
Ill drive right back to upper Moon 
Lake. I’m worried about my wife.” 

Willie noticed one small thing. Hin- 
shaw hadn't asked a question about 
Willie's car. He hadn't seemed to notice 
that they hadn't passed it on the road. 

Willie went on in to the hotel. There 
was no one in the lobby. The night clerk, 
an oldish man with a puckish face, 
Stared at Willie and blinked. Willie's 
clothes hung on him like rags. 

*You're soaked, young fella," he said 
almost accusingly. 

“Just an old family custom,” Willie 
said solemnly. “To take a dip before we 
go to bed. Nice swimming pool you've 
got out there. Тоо bad I forgot to take 
а towel along to dry myself off. Three- 
sixteen, please." 


AKING the key that the old man 

L gave him, Willie went on to the wide 

stairway at the other side of the lobby. 
The old clerk stared after him. 

*Soused," he whispered loudly. *He's 
so pickled he don't even know he's half- 
drowned." 

He shook his head mournfully, then 
ducked his head down and came up 
again. He took а quick drink from a 
pint bottle and shoved it back under 
the desk. He smacked his lips audibly. 

*Plastered to the portholes," he mut- 
tered. “Не must have fell in the pond 
over in the park. . . ." 

Willie Brann, attired in а fresh suit, 
was at Joe Faye's shop early in the 
morning. But although the other stores 
were all opened, Faye's door was still 
locked. Willie had a hunch that Faye 
was not going to show. The plan to dis- 
pose of Willie had flopped last night. 
Joe Faye was not going to meet trou- 
ble halfway by showing up at his place 
of business. 
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Willie went over to the courthouse 


in the middle of the town square. He- 


found a large map on a wall and began 
to study it. He found the fork in the 
road where he had come close to 
disaster. The left fork ran down to 
lower Moon Lake and ended a few hun- 
dred yards beyond the spot where Wil- 
lie’s coupé had smashed into the rocks 
at the side of the road. The right fork 
that passed upper Moon Lake was a 
main road that went on across the 
county. 

There was another road that led from 
Crown Falls to lower Moon Lake. Willie 
reasoned that Joe Faye wouldn’t have 
had erough time to have driven out on 
that road himself, cut across a mile or 
two of rough land, and met him at the 
foot of that steep hill. Faye had almost 
certainly phoned someone else who was 
close enough to get quickly to the spot. 

Willie thought he might be able to 
find out to whom Faye had made that 
call. The map had the name of the farm 
owners on it. Willie noted that on the 
south shore of the lake, hardly a mile 
from the spot where he had dived into 
the lake, there was an inn. Lone Point 
Inn was lettered in on the map. 

Someone at Lone Point Inn could have 
received Faye’s call and had sufficient 
time to skirt the shore of the lake and 
meet him. 


CHAPTER III 
LONE POINT INN 


jILLIE went into an office and 
used a phone. The garage- 
man he had called the night 
before had gone out and 
towed his car in. He re- 
ported that there was a bent 
wheel and some twisted rods. 
He would have it ready in 
an hour if Willie wasn’t particular 
about a badly bent fender. Willie wasn’t. 

Willie went back out into the corridor 
and took another look at the big map 
on the wall. He turned around quickly 
as he heard a man speaking excitedly. 

“Hear about Joe Faye?” The man 
wore the badge of a deputy sheriff. “He 
was drowned last night in lower Moon 
Lake. Lady at Lone Point Inn found his 
body floating in the water when she was 
takin’ a walk along the shore this morn- 
ing.” 


Fe Two or three men began asking ques- 
ions. 

“Don’t know much about it yet,” the 
deputy said. “They just phoned in. But 
I know Faye was in his place as usual 
till closing time last night. Mighty 
funny that he’d go out there by himself 
and fall in the lake.” 

“Maybe there was more to it than 
that,” a listener suggested. “Faye has 
been mixed up in a lot of trouble him- 
self, you know. He did three years in 
the pen for embezzlement, didn’t he?” 

“That’s right,” the deputy nodded. 
“Joe wasn’t no angel. But that don’t 
explain how he come to get drowned last 
night. We're trying to check up and 
find out how and why he went out to 
that lake last night. We'll get the an- 
swers sooner or later, don't worry." 

Wille Brann thought he knew the 
answer. 'That bungled job last night 
had cost Joe Faye his life. Faye must 
have been playing ball with some pretty 
rough lads. Faye, after he had made his 
phone call and told those lads that some- 
one whom he had sized up as a detective 
was checking up on Steve York, had 
gone out to upper Moon Lake himself 
to meet his friends and get the results. 

The friends had not had too much 
confidence in Joe. They had been smart 
enough to know that Wille would 
pounce on Joe for giving him the wrong 
road at the fork. They had taken no 
chances. They had held Joe Faye under 
water until they were certain that he 
could never tell what he knew. 

Thirty minutes later Willie climbed 
stairs to some second floor offices. He 
looked at a glass pane on which was let- 
tered, *George Elton, Real Estate." He 
opened the door and went into the office. 
A fat man with a bald head swung 
around in a swivel chair and faced him. 

“Mr. Elton?" Willie asked. “My name 
is Brann. I understand you own the old 
zinc mine out east of Crown Falls." 

“Wrong,” Elton smiled. “I did own 
it. As a matter of fact I promoted the 
whole thing about fifteen years ago. 
Thought I had a real proposition. The 
trouble was I didn't know much about 
mining. I organized а company and we 
put down а shaft. We just sunk our 
money in that shaft. We had zine blende 
allright. But it didn't come up in pay- 
ing quantities." 5 3 

“But with the higher prices that zinc 
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is bringing now the mine might pay if 
it were put back in working condition?” 

“It wouldn't!" Elton interrupted. “І 
didn’t let loose of it until I was sure 
of that. I know it won’t pay. I had ex- 
perts go into it thoroughly. I told young 
Stephen York that when he came up 
here and offered to buy me out last week. 
Told him frankly that it was absolutely 
worthless.” 

“But Steve York bought the mine 
from you just the same?” 

Elton scratched his head and looked 
puzzled, 

“That’s what he did. Young York 
paid me a thousand dollars. Now I had 
charged it off as a complete loss long 
ago and I didn’t want to be accused of 
cheating him so I was careful to give 
him all the facts. But he bought it just 
the same.” 

case was convinced he could make it 

a had 

“He didn’t say exactly that. He said 
he was willing to gamble on it. He said 
that he thought he could get some new 
type machinery that would make it a 
paying proposition. Well, I gave it to 
him straight. He forked over that thou- 
sand with his eyes wide open, so he’s got 
no comeback at me. But that mine isn’t 
worth a dime. I’m sure of that." 

*Maybe there was some other reason 
he wanted the property," Willie sug- 
gested. “Maybe he doesn't intend to put 
the mine in operation at all." 

“І wouldn't know about that. The 
land is so rough it can't even be farmed. 
If he can make anything out of it in 
any way I'll hand it to him that he's а 
lot smarter than I am." 


T WAS eleven o'clock when Willie 
Brann left Crown Falls in his 
patched-up coupé and drove out the 
winding road to Lone Point Inn. The 
weather had cleared and the sun was 
shining brightly. 

Willie noticed before he had gone two 
miles that there was a car trailing along 
behind him. He couldn't be sure that 
the driver of that car was deliberately 
tailing him, but when he slowed down 
the following car slowed too. When he 
put on speed the other car moved faster. 
That car stayed about three hundred 
yards behind him for the whole of the 
eleven miles. 

Willie saw the inn when he was a 


mile away from it. It was а two-story 
wooden structure, painted green and 
white. He could guess that it might ac- 
commodate twenty guests. He parked 
his car on the white gravel where some 
other cars were already parked and 
walked some fifty yards to the porch of 
the inn. He glanced back and saw that 
the car that had trailed him, a battered 
Ford sedan, was coming in to the inn 
and parking. 

Willie went on in to a large lobby, 
furnished with wicker chairs and di- 
vans. There was a small desk in one 
corner. He went toward the desk and a 
large woman with a red, rather dis- 
tressed face rose to meet him. She 
turned a register around on the desk 
for him to sign. 

“I'm Mrs. Redfern,” she said. “Would 
you like a room or are you just having 
dinner with us.” 

“ТИ have dinner,” Willie smiled. “If 
I decide to stay I'll take a room later." 

“Brother, you'll stay!” Willie felt a 
friendly hand on his shoulder. “Once 
you eat some of Mrs. Redfern’s cooking 
you’re sunk. That’s the way I got 
hooked. Just dropped in for a meal—and 
I'm here yet." 

Willie turned and faced a short, jovial 
faced man. 

“Yes, sir,” the man enthused, “it’s 
the vittles that makes us all stay on 
here. Best food I ever tasted. My name 
is Crabb. Luther Crabb.” He held out 
his hand. 

“My name is Brann,” Willie told him 
as he shook hands. 

“Well, you'll like it here—everybody 
does,” Crabb said enthusiastically. 
“Nothing fancy but a real homelike 
place.” 

He continued to extoll the virtues of 
Mrs. Redfern’s cooking. Every summer 
resort seems to have ап unofficial 
greeter, someone who takes charge of 
the new arrivals and gives them a com- 
plete line-up of the establishment and 
all the guests. Luther Crabb had ap- 
pointed himself the greeter and infor- 
mation bureau for Lone Point Inn. He 
immediately introduced Willie to a 
solemn-faced man standing nearby. The 
name was Henry Terrell. 

“Not a very sociable man,” Crabb 
whispered as they moved away. “He’s 
some kind of a broker and wants to talk 
business all the time. Me. I’m here to 
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forget business. Lumber is my line, but 
I don't expect to sell any here. Now РЇЇ 
introduce you to those two old maids 
sitting over there. We'll get away quick 
so they won't talk us to death." 

Crabb was as good as his words. He 
got Willie away from the two old maids 
before they could get going and intro- 
duced him to а man by the name of 
Walt Bliss. 

Willie was pleasant enough in his 
acknowledgments but he was watching 
two rather young men whom Luther 
Crabb had not bothered to approach. 
They sat on a divan in a corner of the 
room. They were dressed almost exactly 
alike in dark suits. They had black hair, 
black eyes, and poker faces. But Willie 
could see that the keen black eyes were 
following him and Crabb as they went 
about the room. 

“Who are the two lads over there?" 
Willie asked casually. “They don't seem 
to be very talkative." 

"You said it right there, Brann," 
Crabb chuckled. “They don't talk at all. 
Not to me or anybody else. They’re deaf 
and dumb. Just sit by themselves and 
move their fingers once in a while. No- 
body can tell what they’re thinking of 
or talking about. I tried to get friendly 
with them but they hand you a pencil 
and a pad and you soon get tired of try- 
ing to carry on a conversation in long- 
long. Their name is Lintze. They are 
brothers. Been here a week or so.” 

Crabb lowered his voice a little. 
“They kinda give me the creeps. Haven't 
seen one of them smile since I’ve been 
here. Well, nobody is feeling too happy 
here today. I suppose you heard about 
it. Miss Fairtree, one of those old maids, 
found a man's body floating in the lake 
this morning, just the other side of the 
boathouse. It was а man who ran a 
store in Crown Falls. Name of Faye." 

“I heard it mentioned in town,” Wil- 
lie admitted. 

"The sheriff was out here looking 
around. Hinted that there might have 
been foul play, although there weren't 
any marks on the body. Now I think—" 


RABB’S thought was cut short by the 

ringing of the dinner gong. There 
was something like a rush for the door 
of the dining room and Crabb steered 
Willie along and helped him find a seat 
at a table. 
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Crabb had been right, Willie soon 
found out. Mrs. Redfern was an expert 
on country style cooking. The guests 
concentrated on food for a few min- 
utes. When the conversation started 
again it centered on the tragedy of the 
morning. Some of the more sensitive 
guests tried to change the subject with- 
out success. 

Willie Brann looked the guests over 
carefully as he ate, trying to catalogue 
them. There were eight men guests. 
According to Crabb they were all busi- 
ness men who had come to Lone Point 
Inn to rest and relax. But Crabb might 
easily be wrong about that. One or two 
of them might have a business that had 
nothing to do with sales and invoices. 
> Willie’s eyes kept going back to the 
two Lintze brothers. They sat near the 
end of the table across from him. Their 
expressions never changed during the 
meal. Twice their fingers moved like 
lightning in a quick exchange. That was 
apparently the extent of their conversa- 
tion. They were the first to finish eating 
and leave the dining room. 

Willie waited until Luther Crabb was 
in an exchange of words with the man 
on the other side of him, then ducked 
out to the lobby. He went to the regis- 
ter and looked at the addresses the 
guests had put down, made a mental 
note of some of them. Other guests 
were coming back into the lobby. 

Willie got his hat and went out on the 
veranda. To the left he could look down 
on the lake and the boathouse near 
where Joe Faye’s body had been found. 
Looking further on down and around 
the shore he could almost pick out the 
spot where he had dropped in the lake. 
But trees concealed the road there. 

The Lintze brothers had not been in 
the lobby. They were not on the ve- 
randa. Willie went on out to his car, 
backed it out, and started the return 
trip to Crown Falls. For the moment he 
had forgotten the old Ford sedan that 
had trailed him out to the inn. He had 
not gone a mile before he realized it was 
making the round trip with him. 

Willie parked in front of the Crown 
Falls Hotel. He looked up and down 
the street but saw nothing of the old 
sedan. It must have turned off on a 
cross street, 

Sitting in his coupé, Willie reviewed 
the situation. For fifteen minutes a 
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steady stream ef goober shells flew 
from the window of the coupé and 
bounced on the pavement. Then Willie 
thought of a faint lead that he had for- 
gotten. At the time he hadn’t even con- 
sidered it as a lead. 

He left his coupé, walked down the 
street, and saw what he was looking 
for after he had gone two blocks. He 
crossed the street to a photographer’s 
studio, stopped before the glass enclosed 
display of the photographer’s art. 

One of the pictures on display was 
a duplicate of the picture he had seen 
on the table in Steve York’s cottage the 
night before. Willie climbed a flight of 
stairs and entered the reception room. 
A bell tinkled when he opened the door 
and a small man in a smock came in 
from a back room. 

“There’s a picture in your case down- 
stairs that I’m interested in,” Willie 
told him. “It’s a girl. A blonde. The 
picture shows a crescent-shaped pin on 
her dress. She bears a slight resem- 
blance to Veronica Lake.” 

“I know the one you mean,” the pho- 
tographer said. 
She doesn’t live in Crown Falls. Her 
folks have a place on upper Moon Lake. 
She had that picture taken about three 
months ago. She came in with a friend 
of hers, Ruth Caudill. They both had 
pictures taken. I thought the one of 
Miss Hinshaw was particularly good 
and talked her in to my using it.” 

“This Ruth Caudill lives in town?” 

“Yes. She lives with her mother on 
Pine Street. If you want one of those 
pictures I'll be glad to sell you one. But 
first you'll have to get permission from 
Miss Hinshaw. PI warn you that that 
may be difficult." 

“Т see what she says about it," Wil- 
lie said. 

He thanked the photographer and 
left. He went down to the street. Stand- 
ing on the sidewalk, he ate a dozen pea- 
nuts before he moved again. Then he 
went to the telephone office. He made 
two calls, one to Stone City and one to 
Pokosset. 

He went out to the street and disposed 
of a handful of goobers, then went back 
into the telephone office and called Lone 
Point Inn. He talked to Mrs. Redfern. 
Earnestly he gave her some explicit in- 
рае and she promised to follow 

em. 


“That’s Alice Hinshaw.’ 


CHAPTER IV 
MissING BRIDE 


S SOON as Willie went back 
to his coupé he looked about 
for that Ford sedan but 
didn't see it. He got quickly 
in the. car and drove down 
the street. After two blocks 
that old sedan appeared 
from nowhere, moved in be- 
hind him a block to the rear. 

Willie drove slowly for three blocks. 
Then he speeded up and turned corners 
fast for a few minutes. It was quite a 
trick to shake that sedan in a small 
town like Crown Falls, but by the time 
he was well out on the road to upper 
Moon Lake, he was quite sure that the 
sedan was not trailing him. 

When Willie Brann reached the fork 
he took the right road this time. And 
he didn't drive direetly to Steve York's 
cottage. He parked down the road a 
ways, crawled through a fence, and 
picked his way among the trees to the 
cottage. He was not going to give young 
York a chance to duck out on him again. 

Steve York was sitting on the front 
porch of his cottage. He seemed to be 
watching the road. He was a nice look- 
ing lad of medium stature. But his face 
showed worry, strain. The muscles in 
his cheeks were twitching as though he 
were in pain. Willie got almost to the 
porch before York saw him. 

“Hello, York," Willie said easily. “I 
came out to see you last night—but you 
weren't in." 

Willie went right up the steps on to 
the porch. York stared at him in an- 
noyance. 

*You must be that salesman that Mr. 
Hinshaw told me about," he said jerk- 
ily. *I was out fishing last night." 

“І wanted to talk to you about that 
zinc mine," Willie told him. *I under- 
stand you're spending quite a bit of 
money on it. Man named Faye who sells 
you fishing tackle told me about it." 

"There's no use talking about it," 
York said shortly. “Im not buying 
any material—or anything else. You're 
wasting your time with me." 

“But you have twenty-five thousand 
to spend, haven't you, York?" Willie 
pedet. “Twenty-five thousand—in 
cas 

Steve York's face reddened in anger. 


SIGNALS OF DEATH 79 


“That happens to be my own personal 
business!” he snapped. “And none of 
yours. You'd better get going—now.” 

“You’re wrong,” Willie countered 
mildly. “It happens to be my personal 
business too, now. Last night I dropped 
in at Joe Faye’s. I had heard you had 
drawn large sums of cash from the 
bank. Faye told me you were putting 
the money in a zinc mine. He told me 
how to get here. He told me to turn left 
at the fork in the road. I did that— 
and slid down a hill and smashed my car 
into some rocks. As I got out someone 
took a shot at me. I fell in the lake. 
Someone emptied a couple of guns at 
me when I went back to my car. You 
can see that I have some reason to be 
interested in this business.” 

“1—1 don’t know anything about 
that,” York denied. 

“Then I walked on up here to your 
cottage,” Willie went on steadily. “You 
were here. But you didn’t want to see 
me. Possibly someone had phoned you 
here. You ducked. The coffee you were 
drinking was still warm when I touched 
the cup.” 

*T don’t have to talk to anyone,” York 
said sharply. “And you had no business 
entering my house.” 

“T went on down the road and talked 
to Hinshaw. Mrs. Hinshaw was in the 
room. I don’t think I have ever seen a 
more badly frightened woman than Mrs. 
Hinshaw, York. Her face was blanched 
with terror.” 

“Mrs. Hinshaw has been ill.” 

“Then, this morning, the body of Joe 
Faye was found floating in lower Moon 
Lake. You see, York, that I have some 
reason to be interested in this affair. 
Pm curious to know who took those 
shots at me last night. I know that Joe 
Faye phoned someone that a detective 
had been in his place asking questions 
about you and that the man was on his 
way up here to see you—but that he 
would take the wrong road and slide 
down that hill at lower Moon Lake.” 

“Then you’re not a salesman! If 
you’re a detective—who are you? Who 
employed you?” 

“My name is Willie Brann. I was 
employed by your father to find out 
what you were doing with the money 
you had sent up here.” 

Steve looked nervously up and down 
the road and out through the trees. 


“Come inside,” he said. 

Willie followed him into the room he 
had entered last night. Steve York faced 
him tensely, grimly. 

“You’ve got to do as I tell you, 
Brann,” he said hoarsely. “You’ve got 
toleave me alone. You've got to go back 
to my father and tell him that I know 
exactly what I am doing. You can tell 
Dad that he would be doing exactly as 
I am doing if he were in my place. I'm 
not а child. I'm using my own money. 
If I lose my money, it's my own affair. 
Will you tell Dad that?" 

Willie Brann slowly shook his head. 

*No, I won't, Steve. I'm peculiar in 
some ways. When someone tries to gun 
me I always insist in trying to find out 
who it was. I hope to find out—very 
soon. I might decide to stay right here 
until I do find out." 

“You can’t do that," Steve York pro- 
tested in panic. “You can't stay here!” 


I turned his head until his eyes 
rested on the picture in the frame. 
“A very pretty girl, Steve," he said 
slowly. *A particular friend of yours?" 
“She’s a neighbor of mine,” Steve an- 
swered stiffly. “The daughter of the 
man you talked to last night." 

"I wonder why Hinshaw lied to me, 
Steve. He remarked that he lived there 
with his wife and daughter. He told me 
that his daughter was visiting a mar- 
ried sister in Pokosset. But when I 
called Pokosset today Hinshaw's mar- 
ried daughter said that Alice hadn't 
been there at all." 

“Hinshaw got mixed up on the 
towns," Steve mumbled. *She's—at an- 
other place." 

* And that is the tip-off to me," Willie 
Brann said quietly. “The truth of it is 
that neither you nor Hinshaw knows 
where Alice is. So it is a snatch. Some- 
body's got Alice Hinshaw. You're rais- 
ing the dough to pay off. There's no use 
stalling about it any longer. I know the 
set-up now. There is only one thing that 
puzzles me, Steve. I looked Hinshaw up. 
He has only a small income. How did 
these rats know that you would come 
through and furnish the money to Hin- 
shaw for the payoff?” 

Steve York dropped into a chair. His 
shoulder sagged. 

"They didn’t know, Brann,” he 
moaned. “Ошу Mr. and Mrs. Hinshaw 
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knew that Alice and I had just been 
married, had just returned to this cot- 
tage for our honeymoon, It was I they 
intended to kidnap. They came into the 
cottage to take me, figuring that my 
father would pay off quickly. It upset 
20 at first when they found Alice 
ere. 

“Alice made a terrible mistake. She 
pleaded with them not to take me. She 
told them we had just been married, 
showed them the marriage certificate. 
They changed their plans right there, 
decided to take her instead. I tried to 
put up a fight, but one of them knocked 
me down with a gun. They told me I’d 
get her back when I paid them fifty 
thousand in cash. I told them I had the 
money myself but that I’d have to sell 
some stocks to raise the money. 

*[ didn't want the bank to ask ques- 
tions so I decided to raise the money in 
installments. I didn’t want anyone to 
interfere, so I bought that old mine 
from Joe Elton so I could use it in ex- 
planation if Dad or anyone else inquired 
about what I was doing with so much 
cash. I told Joe Faye that I had bought 
the mine.” 

“Faye must have got a laugh out of 
that,” Willie said grimly. “He was in on 
the snatch.” 

“Two men came here that night and 
took Alice away. Faye wasn’t one of 
them. Га have known him, Even if they 
were all masked.” 

“And he knew that and took no 
chances. Faye was the finger man. He’s 
lived in Crown Falls all his life—except 
for a stretch he served in the реп, It 
was Faye who doped the job out. You 
loafed in his place when you came to 
town. He knew you had money of your 
own, knew your father had millions. It 
looked like а cinch. 

*He wouldn't have to show his hand 
himself, He got a couple of tough lads 
he had known in stir to come in and do 
the work. Those lads were so tough that 
they killed him last night. Killed him be- 
cause they knew I would be on his neck 
after they had failed to get me—and 
killed him because they could save a one- 
third split in the payoff. I'd like to meet 
those two men, Steve." 

*But you can't interfere now," Steve 
protested wildly. “Тһеу' kill Alice in a 
second if anything goes wrong. You've 
got to let me pay them. The other 


twenty-five thousand came to the bank 
today. I went in and got the cash. I’ve 
got it here now, ready to pay. I left а 
signal, a bit of blue cloth tied to а cer- 
tain tree, at the fork in the road. They'll 
see that signal, and come to get the 
шу tonight. Then they’ll turn Alice 
oose.” 


ILLIE BRANN grimly doubted 

that. These ruthless men who had 
coldly murdered their pal who had 
planned the job for them wouldn't be 
likely to leave their victim alive, a vic- 
tim who might be able to identify them 
later. They would move to protect them- 
selves in every possible way, once they 
had that money in their hands. 

“You can't interfere, Brann!” Steve 
cried. "You've got to let them come 
here and get the money. You’ve got to 
promise me that you won’t interfere.” 

“Sure, I'll promise, Steve. 111 promise 
you I won't move a hand to prevent that 
payoff. Not as long as Alice is in the 
least danger. So you needn't worry. You 
can count on that. . . ." 

It was almost dark when Willie Brann 
parked his coupé in front of the Crown 
Falls Hotel. But he could see that the 
old Ford sedan was parked down the 
street. A man was sitting at the wheel. 

Willie Brann entered the hotel and 
went up to his room. He took a sack of 
peanuts from the table and munched 
them with gusto for several minutes. 
Then he went to the phone and called 
Lone Point Inn. Mrs. Redfern answered. 
He listened as she talked for almost two 
minutes. He was just hanging up the 
receiver when he sensed that the door 
of his room was opening. 

Willie wheeled fast. Two tall, bony 
men stood there. Each had a gun in his 
hand, 

“Don’t reach for a gun, Mister,” one 
of them warned as he reached out with 
his foot and kicked the door shut. “We 
know you're a killer. So we ain't takin’ 
no chances with you.” 

*You've got the drop on me,” Willie 
conceded. “What next?” 

“You’re under arrest!” The man on 
the right threw back his lapel and dis- 
played a sheriff’s star. 

“Under arrest for what?” 

“For the murder of Joe Faye. We've 
got you dead to rights. You drove into 
Crown Falls some time last evening. 


SIGNALS OF DEATH 81 


We've got a witness who saw you talk- 
ing to Faye in his shop. Later you drove 
north. Late last night you called Nick 
Hillson, had him go out and tow your 
car in. That car had been hit by some 
bullets. This morning Joe Faye’s body 
was found floating in the lake. Faye was 
an ex-convict. You and him was pulling 
something together. You fell out and 
you got rid of him in the lake. You went 
out to Lone Point Inn and had dinner 
today just to hear the gossip and see if 
any suspicion was bein’ directed at 
you.” 

“One of you tailed me out there in a 
Ford sedan?” Willie asked. 

Yeg? 

Willie Brann smiled. “You’ve got the 
right evidence, but the wrong conclu- 
sion, Sheriff,” he said. “My name is 
Brann. I’m with the Cole Detective 
Agency. Credentials are in my pocket. 
Im employed by Wainright York to 
come up here to Crown Falls and look 
into some activities of his son, Steve 
York.” 

“A quick story,” the sheriff said 
sternly. “Easily thought up. Credentials 
can be faked. You’d still better not move 
your hands.” 

“You might call Henry Duncan of the 
First National,” Willie suggested. “I 
talked to him last night.” 

“That wouldn’t prove anything.” The 
sheriff was a suspicious man. “Unless 
> anew you before you came here. Did 

“Then ГЇЇ just put in a call to Wain- 
right York and settle things. You keep 
your gun on him, Jim. PI find out if 
Wainright York sent a detective up here 
and if you’re the man.” 

The sheriff replaced the receiver fif- 
teen minutes later. He looked at Willie, 
then at the floor. 

“Wainright York sent a detective up 
here all right,” the sheriff said. “Name 
of Brann. Short, a little fat in body and 
face. York said that if there was peanut 
shells all over the floor I could count on 
it bein’ you. I guess it’s you all right. 
Now what’s the trouble about young 
Steve York?” 

“Plenty,” Willie said. “We've got to 
move fast and I haven’t time to explain 
it all right now. Did either of you grow 
up here in Crown Falls?” 

They shook their heads. 


“No,” the sheriff said. “We both came 
here after we were grown.” 

“Joe Faye grew up here,” Willie said. 
“He was born in Crown Falls. Right 
now we've got to locate two or three of 
the men who knew him when he was a 
boy, men who were his friends when he 
was in school, who played and went fish- 
ing with him." 

“What’s the idea?" the sheriff de- 
manded. 

*We've got to locate a cave," Willie 
answered. "We've got to do it quickly. 
I’ve got a hunch that is the best way." 


CHAPTER V 
Nor So DUMB 


OR two hours Willie Brann 
had been sitting in the dark- 
ness, waiting and watching. 
His eyes were on a light that 
glowed dimly about a quar- 
ter of a mile away. Willie 
was waiting for a signal, a 
signal which would certainly 

mean death for someone, but which also 

might mean life. 

Willie had good nerves, but he was as 
tense as he had ever been in his life. He 
was beginning to believe that things 
were not working out as he had hoped, 
that perhaps he might have guessed 
wrong. 

It was nearly midnight when that 
light at which he gazed faded. Then it 
blinked again—blinked three times. It 
faded out for a few seconds, then came 
back on with a steady glow. Willie re- 
laxed in his seat and smiled in the black- 
ness. : 
'The two masked men who approached 
the Steve York cottage at upper Moon 
Lake were determined not to walk into 
any trap. They had made sure that no 
cars were parked on the roads near that 
cottage. Then they had moved around 
the cottage in wide circles. They gradu- 
ally shortened those circles, nearing the 
house. When they came close to the cot- 
tage they were sure that no one was con- 
cealed in the thin woods. No one was 
waiting to ambush them from behind 
any of those trees. 

They met near the rear door of the 
cottage. 

“Its okay," one of them grunted. 
*York knew it would be sure death to 
his bride if he crossed us. She's gonna 


82 THRILLING DETECTIVE 


die anyway, but he don't know that, I'm 
satisfied we're in the clear. Let's go on 
in and colleet that other twenty-five 
grand. Then we'll blow out of this coun- 
try for keeps." 

They moved around to the side of the 
house and tapped twice on a window. 
They waited a minute and tapped again. 
A light flashed on in the cottage in- 
stantiy. They went around to the back 
door, opened it, entered the cottage. One 
of them used a flashlight as they made 
their way toward the front room in 
which the light had gone on. 

Willie Brann was already coming 
down from the crotch in the tree where 
he had been watching, twenty feet above 
the ground. He crossed a patch of 
ground to that rear door, opened it, 
slipped inside. He heard a heavy voice 
speaking as he approached the door of 
the living room, through which light 
was streaming. 

“Okay, York. Glad you had every- 
thing ready. ГИ take your word for it 
that you got twenty-five grand in this 
bag. It looks all right from the currency 


I see on top." 
“Alice—my wife!” Steve York 
begged. “You'll turn her loose—right 


away?” 

“Sure. In an heur or so. We got her 
in a nice farmhouse we rented. You just 
sit here and take it easy till she comes 
home. After a while somebody will prob- 
ably phone you that she is all right and 
to come and get her.” 

“That call has already come.” Willie 
Brann spoke the words as he moved 
quickly into the room. “She is all right 
—no thanks to. you two." 

The two men froze for just an instant. 
Then the one who had his hands free 
whirled. He had his gun up, ready for а 
quick shot. He didn’t get a chance to fire 
it. Willie's gun roared, The man whirled 
right on around until he was facing 
away from Willie again. It was the mo- 
mentum of death that carried him on 
around. He didn't move after he struck 
the floor. 


E other man had that bag with the 
money in it in his right hand, He 
only had to make а half-turn to face 
Willie. He didn't have a gun in his free 
hand. He took one small step backward 
and stared coolly at Willie through the 
slits in his mask. 


* You've put that big smile of yours in 
storage, haven't you?" Wille said. 
"You've dropped that pose of being 
everybody's friend, the one you had 
when you were playing the róle of un- 
ofücial greeter out at Lone Point Inn 
this noon, Crabb. I'll admit it fooled me. 
That róle gave you the chance to talk to 
everybody, hear all the gossip, find out 
what was going on. You made it good 
by grumbling to me that your pal on the 
floor there, Terrell, was a broker and 
bored you by talking business all the 
time." : 

"You're а smart guy, aren't you, 
Brann!” Crabb snarled. “Well, see what 
your smartness gets you. The girl will 
be found dead unless you let me blow, 
and take this dough with me.” 

“Т announced that she was all right 
when I came in. She’s been found, 
Crabb. I guess you were so surprised 
you didn’t hear what I said.” 

“Bluff! You haven’t got a chance to 
find her unless I tell you where she is.” 

“I had the best chance in the world 
and I took it, Crabb,” Willie returned. 
“Those Lintze brothers looked like my 
best bet when I was at the inn. I thought 
they might be faking being deaf and 
dumb. Later I called to Stone City, the 
town they had registered from. The po- 
lice at Stone City knew them, informed 
me that they ran a cleaning establish- 
ment there and were fine boys, strictly 
on the level. 

“Now everyone knows that deaf 
mutes get very good at lip reading. So I 
phoned Mrs, Redfern at the inn. I told 
her that a girl had been kidnaped. I told 
her to get the Lintze brothers out in her 
kitchen and write questions to them, ask 
them about the lip reading and if they 
had seen anything said that might be a 
clue to a hiding place for a girl, or any- 
thing else that might bear on the case.” 

“Those dummies couldn’t know any- 
thing,” Crabb sneered. 

“They knew a little, Crabb. Once Ter- 
rell had come into the inn alone. He had 
walked over to you and spoken a few 
words. The Lintze boys wrote down on 
their pad that Terrell had said, ‘I was 
just over to the cave. I fed the girl.’ 
They couldn’t figure it out, but they re- 
membered it when Mrs. Redfern ques- 
tioned them.” 

“But you couldn’t find that cave!” 
Crabb challenged, 
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“There was a chance to find it, Crabb. 
Joe Faye was born and reared here. He 
fingered this job for you and got killed 
for his pains. If Alice was in a cave, it 
must have been a cave that he had found 
and played in as a boy. Boys generally 
go in pairs. The sheriff located some of 
Faye’s boyhood playmates. One of them 
remembered such a cave, a cave witha 
small opening and three tiny rooms in 
it. He was sure he could find the cave. 
It was located about three miles back in 
the hills from lower Moon Lake. 

“The sheriff went with him to the inn 
but you and Terrell had checked out for 
keeps. I came on out here to watch for 
you to show up to collect from Steve. 
But J had an arrangement with the sher- 
iff. If he found the girl in the cave he 
was to phone out to Hinshaw’s. A man 
there would signal me by lights. Three 
lights if she was found alive and well. I 
got those flashes just twenty minutes 
before you and Terrell showed here. So 
І think you've played your last card in 
the game, Crabb.” 

Crabb had dropped the bag to the 
floor. He stood there with his hands 
hanging at his side. 

“All right,” he said carelessly. “I 
guess it’s all up. I won’t fight. You can 
take me on in.” : 

Willie Brann stared at him for a mo- 
ment. Crabb was lying. He was not giv- 
ing up without a fight. He was waiting 
for something. Willie looked him over 
carefully and spotted something. 

"You're waiting for a break, aren't 
you, Crabb," Willie said with a smile. 
*You've got a spring gun in your right 
sleeve. You were sure you'd get a chance 
to use it, weren't you. Well, I'll give you 
that chance, and see if you have the 
nerve to take it." 


ILLIE BRANN slowly raised his 

gun and thrust it in its holster be- 

neath his shoulder. He saw Crabb's lips 
part in triumph. 

“You made a mistake there, Brann,” 
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he said hoarsely. “Joe Faye spotted you, 
guessed you were Willie Brann. He 
knew your rep with your gats. You may 
be fast. But you don't know how fast I 
am with this spring gat." 

*Some live to learn," Willie said 
grimly. *And some have to die to learn." 

Crabb's twisted lips beneath his mask 
showed supreme confidence in himself. 
His eyes sparkled through the slits in 
his mask. He suddenly jerked his right 
hand downward in a quick motion. The 
spring was released and blue metal ap- 
peared in his hand. It was all done in 
almost a single motion. But that gun 
was pointed downward when he got a 
firm grip on it. He had to raise it, had to 
level it before he could fire at Willie 
Brann. 

Crabb had to die te learn. He saw, as 
he leveled his eyes to aim, that he was 
going to be just a little late. He saw 
that the muzzle of Willie Brann’s gun 
was already steadying on him—and that 
was the last thing he saw. Three sec- 


onds later he was lying en the floor and: 


the echo of Willie's gun was dying away. 

"You're sure—sure that Alice is 
safe?" Steve York gasped. *You weren't 
just making a bluff ?" 

"You've got a phone," Willie said. 
*Why don't you use it? Try that little 
hospital in Crown Falls. The sheriff said 
they'd rush her right in there if they 
found her." 

It was minutes later when York hung 


up. 

Ране all right!” he cried. “Just ех- 
hausted. But she’ll be okay in the morn- 
ing, the doctor said. Let’s get my car out 
and drive right in to Crown Falls.” 

“Just a minute, York." Willie was 
stacking the currency that he had re- 
moved from the clothes of Terrell and 
Crabb. "Let's put all the dough in that 
bag. I think all of the first installments 
you paid them are here, I’ve got too 
much Scotch in my make-up to run off 
and leave all this dough lying here on 
the floor." 


Entertaining P ETUR of Every Variety in 
POPULAR CROSSWORD PUZZLES 


NOW ON SALE—ONLY 10c AT ALL STANDS! 


The accident, which hadn't been 
an accident, snarled the 
lives of these four 


PAYDAY 


By MURRAY LEINSTER 


Four people at a Hollywood story conference—the producer, his 


wife, the actor and the writer—and a murder mystery is solved! 


UMBLING thunder rolled among 
the hills as Charley Coombs, 
film scenarist, turned from the 

Lightning flashed vividly in 
the night outside. It showed sheets of 
falling water with utter emptiness 
peyond. The glare seemed to invade 
Bloomfeld’s long living room with its 


window. 
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areas of polished wood. 
shaded electric lamps. 
In one instant of lurid illumination 
Cecile—nobody thought of her as 
Bloomfeld’s wife—showed starkly 
black-and-white in her graceful pose 
against the fireplace. She looked like 
a publicity still for her latest picture. 


It dimmed the 
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“It’s a swell night for a murder,” said 
Charley Coombs, glumly. 

There was a further rumbling on the 
heels of his words. It was theatrically 
perfect timing. Sam Bloomfeld, hacia 
vising producer, beamed. Не looked 
rather like a benign joss in a dinner- 
jacket, sitting upright in his chair. 
_ Dicky Harnes, feature player, sprawled 
in a comfortable, indeterminate uphol- 
stered piece. 

"That's an idea, Charley," said 
Bloomfeld, beaming. “It should stimu- 
late your brain. Look! Here you got 
a set, a cast of characters, and an at- 
mosphere. Now all you gotta get is an 


“Thats all said Charley Coombs 
bitterly. “Only an idea!” 

A window was open somewhere and 
damp, rain-laden air came in. It made 
the smouldering fire in the fireplace wel- 
come. There was the sound of rain. 
Eaves ran water somewhere. The smell 
of wet, green, growing things was sharp 
in the nostrils. 

Dicky Harnes protested. 

“Tt does seem that we could have 
picked a better time and place for a 
story-conference, if that’s what this is.” 

“Were going off with you for the 
weekend, Dicky," said Bloomfeld prac- 
tically. “Аз Cecile's supervisor, I've got 
to start fighting for the appropriation 
for her next picture right away. If 
Charley gives me something to think 
over this weekend, 1 can work up en- 
thusiasm and fight the business office 
tooth and nail for enough to make a 
knockout. 

«АП I got to bavi is the outline. Char- 
ley knows his stuff. Let him werk out a 
good plot, with a coupla good scenes, 
and we can callit a day. But we gotta 
ате at least two scenes showing Cecile 
wi MESS 

Cecile said, without moving, “With 
Dicky, obviously." 


AID Charley Coombs sourly, *I was 

thinking of killing Dicky off for 
once. It’s the only really good idea I 
have. How about a big scene with 
Dicky lying cold and still, Cecile?" 

Cecile shrugged. She reached her 
cigarette-holder to her lips. She blew 
а long cloud of smoke. 

“I don't think so much of the idea,” 
said Dicky Harnes, shortly. 

Thunder rolled again. "The electric 
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lights flickered. Sam Bloomfeld sipped 
at his glass. The sound of rushing 
water and the drumming roar of rain 
upon the hillsides without the house. 

“I tell you!" said Bloomfeld suddenly. 
"I'll give you a real idea, Charley! It 
really happened! It was an accident, 
but you can make it a murder, maybe, 
and build something around it. Listen! 
It was a night like this. A lonely moun- 
tain road. There was a car driving 
through the storm. Rain coming down 
in sheets just like tonight. Thunder 
booming. Windshield wiper clicking, 
engine humming, tires singing. Down 
this twisty mountain road in the 
storm—” 

Charley Coombs said ungraciously, “I 
can put in the atmosphere, Sam. Thanks 
just the same. But it’s the old mysteri- 
ous rider of chapter one, only mechan- 
ized. It’s no good.” 

“You don’t get the picture, Charley !' 
Bloomfeld protested. “This is real! I 
saw it! I was driving fast down that 
twisty road on the way to Dicky's place 
for а party. I was trailing Dicky be- 
cause I didn’t know the road. Cecile 
was riding with Dicky. He got outa 
sight ahead of me. There was a two- 
hundred-foot drop off to the right side 
of the road, but I stepped on the gas to 
catch sight of his tail-light again. 

“Then this guy came up behind me, 
and he cut in past me and went speed- 
ing ahead. Then it happened! He ran 
over something. His right front tire 
blew with a bang! His car snaked over 
to the right, its headlights wabbled 
crazily, streaking through nothing but 
driving rain and empty air. Then the 
guard-fence broke. and I saw his red 
taillight go down and down апа down— 
and crash! It was awful!" 

“Cecile and I waited at my place for 
twenty minutes before he came," Dicky 
Harnes spoke up, “Nobody else had 
turned up because of the rain. When 
he did drive in, he was so shaky it took 
three drinks before he could talk!" 

“Ра seen а man die before my eyes,” 
said Bloomfeld, defensively. “It’s natu- 
ral that Im excited. When I think 
that Dicky's car, with Cecile, had passed 
that same place and missed that same 
thing—whatever it was—maybe by 
inches only minutes before. 

“There’s three cars. One of ’em car- 
rying the girl I love. 

“There’s me, and lm the man she 


86 THRILLING DETECTIVE 


loves, following on behind. And there’s 
death in the road, and somebody comes 
in and passes me and takes the fate that 
was lying there indifferent to which of 
us it would hurl to destruction. That's 
good stuff, Charley! It's authentic! It's 
gripping! It's real!" 

Charley Coombs, film  scenarist, 
puffed twice on his cigarette. He looked 
out the window. For a space there was 
only darkness and growling thunder, far 
away, and the steady sound of rain. 

“Say,” said Charley. ‘When did this 
happen?” 

“Last August,” said Sam Bloomfeld. 
“Cecile and I were married two weeks 
later. Cecile was sort of holding me off, 
then. Being coy. I had a crazy idea 
she was thinking of marrying Dicky.” 


ECILE sat down gracefully and 
looked into the fire. Dicky Harnes 
said nothing. 

“August,” said Charley Coombs, 
frowning. “Оп the road to Dicky’s 
place. І think the fellow's name was 
Winston.” 

"Huh?" asked Bloomfeld, startled. 
“Whats that?" 

“The man who was killed," said 
Charley Coombs. “His name was Win- 
ston. I knew him. Not particularly 
well. I wasn’t here at the time, you 
know. I heard about it later. From 
his wife. She came to see me. She was 
looking for a job as a secretary. She's 
working as one now." ; 

Cecile looked curious. Dicky Harnes 
swung his head about and stared. 
Bloomfeld opened his mouth and closed 
it again. 

“1 give you my word, Charley,” he 
said earnestly, “he wasn’t even a name 
to me until just this moment. It affected 
me enough just to know that a man— 
any man—had died before my eyes. I 
didn’t want to know any more about 
him. It affected me too much.” 

Charley Coombs nodded. 

“You ducked, Sam,” the scenarist 
said abstractedly. “It might have been 
handy if you'd come forward at the 
time. Too late to do anything now, of 
course." 

“Listen, Charley," said Sam Bloom- 
feld, more earnestly still, “I was driving 
behind that poor devil when he went 
over. The cliff was two hundred feet 
high and it was pitch-dark. I stopped! 


. threw in his cigarette. 


But can you picture me climbing down 
a two-hundred-foot cliff in the dark, in 
the rain, with the rocks streaming 
water? No! I did the right thing. 

“T beat it to the nearest place where 
there was a phone and called the state 
cops. I told ’em what I’d seen and told 
'em to get an emergency-car there right 
away. And then I hung up. After all, 
why should I get mixed up in it? I'm 
à busy man, Charley! If I was to take 
time off to go to inquests and all that 
sort of thing—" 

“I know,” said Charley. “You called 
the cops and hung up without even giv- 
ing your name. They found Winston 
at the bottom of the cliff. Car all 
smashed. He was dead. And that was 
that." 

Bloomfeld pulled out his handker- 
chief and wiped his face. 

*Well, it proves it's a small world," 
he said profoundly. “Y’see, Charley? 
There's significance in it. Now—" 

“There’s story-material in it," said 
Charley Coombs coldly, “now that I 
know some of the angles. I see some- 
thing. A lot!" 

He went restlessly to the fireplace and 
He got another 
from the box on the table. He began 
to pace up and down. 

“Т don't like it as story material," 
Dicky Harnes said shortly. “It has a 
bad taste. I think we could find a bet- 
ter starting point.” З 

There was а lurid, blinding flash of 
lightning. The lights dimmed almost 
to extinction. They came back. A low 
rumble of thunder began and rose to a 
tumult which was deafening. 

“After all, Charley, darling,” said 
Cecile, after the uproar diminished, 
“there’s no part for me here.” 

“Not yet,” replied Charley Coombs. 
"Tm working it out.” 

“In that case—" Dicky Harnes 
shrugged. “Don’t mind me! I’m only 
featured lead!" 

“I keep thinking of that girl, Win- 
ston's wife," Charley went on, “she was 
crazy about him. Listen here! In the 
story, Cecile, you're her. You're a 
white-collar kid, sturdy and indepen- 
dent. We build up a romance, and 
you're crazy about Dicky, here. He's 
up in the world. Somebody's nephew. 
Attractive, weakling type,—the sort a 
girl loves because he needs mothering.” 
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RAWING a deep inhale on the 

holder, Cecile closed her eyes. 
Charley Coombs rambled on, “He’s on 
top of the world as long he doesn’t 
offend his family. But they’ve got a 
wife all picked for him. He's crazy 
about you, too, but breaking with his 
family would leave him broke and ut- 
terly helpless. Marrying you would 
mean that. And you—you can’t see 
that it would be a comedown to marry 
you, even if it did mean going broke. 
Quite soberly, it seems to you that it 
ought to be worth it. It would be, to 


“I like that,” said Sam Bloomfeld, 
nodding his head. “You get that point 
out, Charley, and you got significance. 
A guy’s rich enough if he marries a 
swell girl, whether he’s got money or 
not. Sure! That’s okay!” 

Charley Coombs paid no attention. 

“You get crazier and crazier about 
him, Cecile, and he loves you as well as 
he can, but he gets panicky at the idea 
of defying his family. He figures you’ll 
both starve. And finally you realize—” 

“Well?” said Cecile, with another 
long inhale as he paused, vaguely. 

“You come to a dead stop,” said 
Charley Coombs. “There’s another guy 
who wants to marry you. Dicky’s a 
lovable weakling, but he hasn't got the 
nerve it takes to fight all the way up. 
If he marries you, he's licked from the 
start. So you marry the other guy— 
Wait! Comes a scene out of it! 

“You marry the other guy, and then 
you go to Dicky, all alone, and you tell 
him what you’ve done. You’re quiet, 
with a rather pitiful dignity. You love 
him, but loving you is wrecking him 
because it makes him panicky. So you’ve 
ended it. It’s all over. It was a sweet, 
clean love-affair. It hurts that it’s over, 
but even the hurt is somehow sweet and 
clean. He can marry the other girl 
now, and if he wants to blame you it’s 
all right, but you did it because—well— 
he couldn’t take what marrying you 
would mean. And then, suddenly and 
desperately now that it’s too late, he re- 
alizes that he'll sacrifice anything, his 
family or anything else, to marry you! 
But it is too late!” 

Cecile’s eyes gleamed a little. Bloom- 
feld nodded rapidly. 

“Т see it, Charley,” the supervisor 
said. “Yeah. That’s a scene. She loves 


him, but she’s given him up irrevocably 
to the girl she’s never seen, because he 
didn’t love her enough. And when it’s 
too late he does love her enough. That’s 
tragedy. That’s heartbreak! What 
comes next?” 

Charley Coombs shrugged and re- 
garded his cigarette gloomily. 

"I don't know," he admitted, “Not 
yet." 

“That’s a nice scene, Charley." Cecile 
said meditatively. 

“It does," said Dicky Harnes in an 
edged tone, *make something of an ass 
out of me, but I suppose that's all 
right." 

“Oh, you'l live!” said Charley 
Coombs, sourly. 

“You can see it, Dicky, darling!” said 
Cecile softly. “It’s perfect! I come to 
you, dignified and pathetic, and you 
don’t quite love me enough to give up 
everything for me, and you hate your- 
self because you don’t love me that 
much. I praise the other girl, and try 
to make you as brave as I am. Then 
you realize the courage and the depth 
of my love for you. All of a sudden you 
love me more than ever! Because I’ve 
proved I love you! Don’t you see?—If 
you don’t, we can talk it over later.” 

“It’s right in the groove, Charley,” 
Bloomfeld said. “I tell you, a thing of 
this sort has significance! А strange 
man gets killed nearly a year ago, and 
I forget all about it. Now it comes out 
the beginning of a story. All out of an 
accident!” 


NIGMATICALLY Charley Coombs 
paused before he spoke again, then 
he said curtly: 

“But it wasn’t an accident.” 

He paced up.and down the long living 
room. It seemed that there was a slack- 
ening of the rain. The thunder seemed 
far distant, now. It was only a faint 
growling sound. 

“Not an accident—?” 

“His wife told me about it,” said 
Charley Coombs. “The man was mur- 
dered. He ran ever something dropped 
in the road to make somebody’s tire 
blow at just that spot. Barbed wire 
wrapped around a stick.” 

“But look here, Charley!" Bloomfeld 
protested, "That's no way to murder a 
guy! Ona publie road? How'd a mur- 
derer know he'd get the right man?" 
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Dicky Harnes said reasonably, “You’d 
better leave the murder out, Charley. 
Portraying new and practical ways of 
killing is bad. Better forget it.” 

Charley Coombs had stopped short. 
He stared down at his cigarette. He said 
abruptly: 

“Г getting something." 

After a moment, with Bloomfeld re- 
garding him benignly and Dicky Harnes 
with his head turning sharply to watch 
him, Charley Coombs began to pace the 
floor again. It was not the uneasy 
prowling-without-purpose of a little 
while before. He walked restlessly 
back and forth in a circumscribed space, 
as if inacell. The space was accurately 
that of his office at the studio. He 
scowled, concentrating. 

“T still think, Charley—” began Dicky 
Harnes. 

“Leave him alone, Dicky,” 
Cecile. 

Dicky Harnes rose, refilled his glass, 
and sat down again. 

“Silence, Genius at work,” he said 
sardonically. “Listen, Sam. He's got 
a start now, anyhow. If we're going 
over to my house tonight we might as 
well get going. I’m sour on this whole 
idea. And somehow when I see Char- 
ley’s face screwed up like that I can’t 
believe that a beautiful story of love 
ag ae is going to come out 
о 1 Aad 
Cecile patted the arm of her chair. 

“Sit down, Dicky.” 

Cecile’s husband, Sam  Bloomfeld, 
carefully picked a cigar from the box 
by his side and carefully clipped the end 
of it. He lighted it with pleased delib- 
eration. The rain made à drumming 
noise. Lightning flashed from time to 
time. Charley Coombs paced and paced, 
smoking absently. 

Cecile said something in a low tone to 
Dicky. He shrrgged his shoulders, 
seated on the arm of her chair. 

Charley Coombs suddenly stopped 
and knocked off the ash of his cigarette. 
He sat down heavily and spoke in a 
quiet, repressed tone. 

“This is going to be good, if I do it. 
I think I need a drink. I’m sort of sur- 
prised at myself.” 

“You got the big scene?" asked 
Bloomfeld benignly. 

"I've got a big scene,—if it works," 
said Charley Coombs. “ТИ carry on 
with the beginning of the story for Ce- 


said 


cile. She's married to the chap who 
loves her. She’s told him honestly that 
she’s marrying him because she’s cut- 
ting something else off clean. A fairly 
good scene in there somewhere, Cecile. 
After the marriage. The guy’s a good 
egg. He feels wretched though, even on 
the honeymoon, because he feels he isn’t 
making you happy. 

“You have the right to be happy. And 
you put over a sort of philosophy. It 
would sum up: ‘When I was working, I 
knew I had the right to my week’s pay 
after Га earned it, but not before. Hap- 
piness is the same sort of thing, isn’t it? 
Im working here. Married to you. I 
might have taken another job. I didn’t. 
Maybe Га rather have taken another 
job. But I took this one! If I do it 
right, ГИ get my pay, somehow, some- 
time. You won't fire me before my 
week's up, wil you?" He added. 
“That’s the substance of the scene, you 
understand. Not a set speech." 


LOOMFELD beamed. He nodded his 
head rapidly. 

“You got significance there, Charley! 
But who's going to play this other guy? 
It looks like it oughta build up to 
Dicky's size." 

“Do let somebody else roll off the 
cliff, Charley!” Dicky Harnes said 
acidly. 

Charley Coombs reached his glass to 
Bloomfeld. He watched as Bloomfeld 
mixed a drink for him. 

“There’s more," he said briefly. “Lots 
more.” 

He gulped at his glass. Cecile looked 
at Bloomfeld. 

“Do you know, darling, who could 
play this new part perfectly ?—” 

Dicky Harnes said he didn’t like the 


story at all. 

“Sit still, Dicky,” said Bloomfeld 
blandly. “Charley’s got an idea that 
fits Cecile’s screen personality like a 
glove. He always gets ’em that way. 
Let’s hear it all, before we settle any- 
thing." 

Charley Coombs stared at the fire a 
moment. His eyes were intent, and his 
hands clenched just a shade more tight- 
ly than absorption even in the construc- 
tion of a story would account for. The 
fire flickered. There was à moment’s 
stillness, save that Dicky Harnes moved 
impatiently from his seat on the arm 
of Cecile’s chair. He got a cigarette from 


the box on the table and fitted it into 
his holder, scowling. 

“Go on, Charley,” said Bloomfeld. 
“It is getting late, and we're trailing 
Dicky over to his place tonight. You 
want to give us just the big scene?" 

Charley Coombs did not answer for 
a moment. 

“Pm working things ош,” he said 
slowly. “It’s involved. There's a deuce 
of a problem to be solved. I know I’ve 
got the answer, but working it out is 
tough—l’ll try it, though." 

Cecile said meditatively to her hus- 
band: 

“Someone really good—as good as 
Dicky—would justify a good budget, 
darling. Two supporting roles. І think 
you could get—” 

“Do you think I ain't thought of 
that?" asked Bloomfeld. “I am posi- 
tively purring inside, Cecile. Charley 
writing this and you playing it, it will 
be something overwhelming! If Char- 
ley holds up! And it's all because of 
me seeing that accident and remember- 


ing it! The whole thing has got signifi- 
cance! Even outside of the story 
itself !™”? 


Charley Coombs grimaced. 
“I wonder! Let's get on with the 
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story, anyhow. Dicky—in the story, 
remember—is crazier about Cecile than 
ever before, since she’s married to this 
other chap. He suggests he'll throw 
everything overboard if Cecile will di- 
vorce her husband for him." 

“My pal!” said Dicky Harnes sarcas- 
tically. 

*But Cecile," said Charley Coombs, 
“Cecile had thought that her own 
Strength—in giving him up—would 
make a man of him. That if he loved 
her, he'd show equal strength of char- 
acter. See?” 

“Yeah,” said Bloomfeld. “I get it, 
Charley. Her love made her give him 
up, and even if it was too late for them 
to marry, at least he could be worthy 
of their love. That’s it, ain’t it?” 

“I wouldn’t have put it quite that 
way,” said Charley Coombs, with the 
barest trace of irony, “but it'll do. He 
really loves Cecile—as well as he can. 
But he’s a weakling. He couldn’t make 
a clean break with his family to marry 
Cecile. And he can’t make a clean 
break-off of his love for Cecile, to marry 
the other girl. He’s not built that way. 
He has to make decisions, and can’t. 
He’s a perfect set-up for a neurosis.” 


CTOR DICKY HARNES gave vent 

to a disgusted snort, before he said 
icily, “First I’m to make an ass of my- 
self with a hopelessly unsympathetic 
characterization, and now I’m to be neu- 
rotic! What comes next?” 

“You’re a murderer,” said Charley 
Coombs briefly. “The— 

“What?” Dicky Harnes flung his 
glass into the fireplace, staring up. 
“What the heck—” - 

Cecile frowned at him. 

“Wait, Dicky! The story’s not fin- 
ished! When it’s all worked out we can 
smooth off the details. Charley won't 
mind making a change here and there." 

“First an imbecile, then a neurotic, 
and then a murderer!” raged Dicky 
Harnes, “and they're just details!” 

“Go on, Charley," Cecile said softly, 
“Т ean talk to him privately. ГЇЇ bring 
him around." 

“I haven't played up the other man's 
part," Charley Coombs said reflectively, 
“Не'з a good guy, Cecile. He's wretched 
because he loves you and you're not 
happy. But you've made him feel that 
just standing by loyally helps some, and 
_ he's standing by. He's a grand guy, 
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and you wish you could love him: You 
try hard. 

*One day he kisses you wistfully and 
asks if you're beginning to love him a 
little and you lie gallantly, and smile 
at him, and pretend that it's all over 
and you're crazy about him and are 
happy to be married to him. For а min- 
ute you convince him, and he's half- 
wild with joy. But then the tears start 
to fall as you're smiling up at him. Tears 
because he isn't Dicky." 


LOOMFELD puffed contentedly. 
“Со on, Charley! I got a title. 
Payday. How's that?" 

“Punk,” said Charley Coombs. “Back 
to Dicky. He's in torment. He's lost 
Cecile, but he still loves her. And if he 
marries this other girl he’ll feel that 
he’s lost his own soul. And he’s not 
even his own self, he feels. He’s just 
somebody’s nephew. And he’s plenty 
desperate, but his training and all his 
instinets are against the direct, the de- 
fiant thing. So—” 

Rumbling came from far away. 
Charley Coombs gestured. 

“Stormy night, just like tonight. 
There's to be a family party. Dicky’s 
supposed to take the girl his family is 
shoving on him. She's in his car. He 
drives along the narrow, twisty moun- 
tain roads. Rain falling. Lightning 
flashing. Thunder rolling. The wind- 
shield wiper clicks and clicks. There’s a 
car trailing Dicky. His uncle. If the 
uncle died, Dicky wouldn’t be some- 
body’s nephew. He’d be himself. 

“He thinks. He's white. He's shaky. 
What.trace of soul and backbone he's 
got is going,—unless he does something 
desperate. And he's desperate. бо he 


"watches his uncle's headlights, trailing 


him. Не speeds up. Не loses them. 
Then he slows and stops by a curve to 
see, he says, if his uncle is coming. He 
gets out. And he leaves something in 
the road. Just an ordinary stick, with 
barbed wire wrapped around it. It’s 
where his uncle’s right-hand tire will 
hit it. And he sees headlights coming, 
and he gets back in the car and drives 
on" Bloomfeld held his cigar motion- 
ое at his lips. Cecile said: “How odd! 


“Апа then we have your accident, 
Sam," said Charley Coombs сигуу. 
“Dicky’s uncle is right behind him. But 
Cecile's husband is hurrying to get 


He cuts in ahead of 
He hits the barbed-wire 
He goes over 


home to her. 
Dicky's uncle. 
stick. His tire blows. 
the cliff.” 


HERE was an extraordinary silence. 

The noise of the rain had ceased. 
There were only isolated drips from the 
eaves. The stillness lasted for seconds. 
Then Bloomfeld ran a hand under his 
collar. He grinned wryly. 

“Funny! You gave me a start, 
Charley. All of a sudden I got to think- 
ing nonsense. Last August, Dicky, here, 
was trying to bea director. But I fig- 
ured he was still good for two or three 
years more as a featured player and I 
wanted to save him for that and maybe 
get up to be a director later on. And 
he’s been going so good with Cecile as 
her featured lead. " Bloomfeld’s grin 
widened, but was still not quite normal. 
“Huh! Go on, Charley!” 

“I don’t like this story," said Dicky 
Harnes, distinctly. Since Bloomfeld’s 
last speech, he had been deathly white. 
“T object to every feature of it. I won’t 
play it! That's definite!” [ Turn page] 
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W/ is unbelievably efficient. You don't 
Съ need ox-like muscles — it's brains 
5^ that count! New, easy self-study 
course at amazing low price. Free-trial 

ey-back guarantee. Hurry! Write today for FREE 
SETA ts, Кеш Co., 821 S. Wabash, Dept. D-511, Chicago. 
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oc рое h to returned with ring, 
pat CE ho oto and ring si size now. 


PORTRAIT RING СО Dept. 1-28, CINCINNATI, О. 
LORD Says: 


“тне WAR WILL END 
3: SPRING OF 1945” 


IS BE COMING BACK? 
Consul? WILLIAM W. LORD 
"SUPERMIND'" eos WORLD'S GREATEST PSYCHIC 


3 Questions answered еи | ора receipt of let- 
ter in your handwriting and One Dollar, Give birthdate. 
LORD, 20 W. Jackson, Dept. oa 44, Chicago 4 


le from. 
Ea photo, Sar ГЕУ. Ro vo Manevi = photo wit wes 
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ANS & CO., 807- D Merlin Building, Washingtone, D.C. 


Suffer Varicose 


of Varicose Ulcers, 


"3t once for FREE 
FOR HOM 


PSORIASIS SUFFERERS 


Enjoy a Clean Skin Always! 
It y POSSIBLE NOW with 
момо EN- EX appited cxternally 
No “Samples,” or “free” offers, but your Я 
mci FADE DAY BY DAY OR 
MONEY BACK PCR SESEO 


оо „йы ‚ М. О. ог С. О. for 
51 Mer ise hottie. "WRITE TODAY! 


reg 
"EN-EX'* Co., 633 Soc. Sav. Bldg., Cleveland 14, Ohio 


Charley Ceombs relaxed a little. He 
leaned back in his chair and lighted yet 
another eigarette. 

“Now the last big scene. The film dif- 
fers from the real accident in two par- 
ticulars. The man’s alive at the bot- 
tom of the cliff, smashed up, but alive. 
And the man in the third car gave his 
name te the cops. So next morning 
Cecile telephones Dicky to come to her, 
—and quick! He goes to the hospital she 
mentioned. She meets him there, very 
white and still, and tells him what hap- 
pened to her husband. 

“It’s the first Dicky knows of who got 
what he’d intended for his uncle. It 
staggers him. He offers money for hos- 
pital bills, but Cecile shakes her head. 
‘Poor Dicky!’ she says quietly. "Every- 
thing goes wrong for you. Everything! 
Your uncle gave his name to the police, 
Dicky, so they found out you were in 
the car up ahead,’ And Dicky says, ‘If 
only it had been my tire that blew, and 
if Га been killed, it would have been 
better" And Cecile says gently, ‘A lot 
better, Dicky. They know you did it,+ 
everything. There was an army con- 
voy on the road just ahead of you. A 
stick with barbed wire around it blew 
out my husband’s tire. Some one among 
a hundred army cars would surely have 
run over it if it had been there when 
they passed! So the police know it 
wasn’t on the road before you, Dicky’.” 

Bloomfeld said queerly, “Say, listen! 
Hunting for a telephone—there was a 
convoy—" 

“I'm not going to play in this beast- 
ly thing," said Dicky Harnes, shrilly. 
“Tf the rest of it’s like this sample, I'll 
look for a possible libel suit—" 

Cecile drew a quick breath. Her face 
was strained and strange. 

"Tm telling the plot of а story, 
Dicky,” said Charley Coombs, with a 
sudden effect of weariness. “That’s all. 
Im using what I know from the Win- 
ston case, but this is Cecile talking to 
you in the picture story. She doesn’t 
hate you. She pities you. She goes on, 
pityingly, ‘Poor Dicky! 

* "There was a man on the road last 
night. He was trying to keep sheltered 
from the rain, so you didn’t see him. 
But he saw your car stop, and heard you 
speak to the girl with you. He saw you 
get out and lay something down in the 
road. He didn’t get your license-plate 

(Turn to page 94) 
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Mystery Fans! 


Here’s Your Chance to Obtain 
World-Famous Best Sellers 
NOW ONLY 25, EACH AT ALL STANDS 


| 


JOHN DICKSON CARR || 


Ask For These POPULAR LIBRARY Hits 


No. 22: MURDER MASKS MIAMI, by Rufus 
King. A top-flight Lieutenant Valcour mys- 
tery novel. Two women, one elderly and 
wealthy, the other young and poor, die under 
startlingly similar circumstances. 
No. 21: THE AFTER HOUSE, by Mary Rob- 
erts Rinehart. An unseen killer roams a ship 
at sea, spreading terror and havoc! 
No. 20: MURDER IN SHINBONE ALLEY, 
by Helen Reilly. An exciting Inspector McKee 
mystery packed with thrills. 
No. 19: THE CROOKED HINGE, by John 
Dickson Carr. Murder, witchcraft, magic and 
the hideous Golden Hag form the basis of a 
breathless novel featuring Dr. Gideon Fell. 
No. 18: TRAGEDY IN THE HOLLOW, by 
Freeman Wills Crofts. Violent death on a float- 
ing Monte Carlo provides а gripping case ^or 
Inspector French. 
No. 17: THE HOUSE ON THE ROOF, by 
Mignon G. Eberhart. A masterpiece of mystery. 
No. 16: THE DEAD DON'T CARE, by Jona- 
than Latimer. Featuring private investigator 
Bill Crane at his best! 
No. 15; THE THIRD EYE, by Ethel Lina 
White. An adventure in the macabre, 

if your dealer cannot supply you, 


use coupon below 
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POPULAR LIBRARY, 11 E. 39th St., New York 16, М. Y. 

Please send me the mystery novels I have checked 
by number. I am enclosing 30¢ (which includes post- 
age and handling) for each book ordered. 
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EASY PAYMENT PLAN 
LIFE INSURANCE 


AS LITTLE AS 


5с 


WEEKLY 


New low-cost “buy~by= 
mail" Budget Plan ena- 
bles you to own Life 
Insurance backed by Le- 
gal Reserves, to suit your 
pocketbook! You don't 
have to pay more than 
you can afford for reli- 
able protection. Policy 
provides full benefits for 
as little as 5с a week! 100 
а week pays double bene- 
fits; 15c pays triple bene- 
fits, etc. So economical, 
50 easy to own, you and 
every member of the fam- 
äly can afford an indi- 
vidual Pioneer Life In- 
surance Policy! No Red 
ОНОК cen 
! No agen 

will call. Get compete de- EXTENDED INSURANCE 
falls FREE! Write today, L. Oter Liberal Benefits 
PIONEER LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY 
1291 Pioneer Building ° Rockford, Illinois 


Policy Provides 


DEATH BENEFITS 
Dae to Sickness or Natural 
Causcs 


DOUBLE INDEMNITY 
For Accidental Death 


TOTAL DISABILITY 
CASH SURRENDER 
VALUE 


UICK, amazing relief with Dent's Tooth 
>- Gum or Dent's Tooth Drops! “Cavity 
toothache” frequently strikes at night. Be pre- 
pared. Get either package from your druggist teday. 

Keep it bandy. Follow easy directions on box. 


DE NT'S TOOTH GUM 


TOOTH DROPS 


SIMPLE EARACHE? Get swift relief from pain due to super- 
ficial ear conditions—with Dent's Ear Drops. Follow easy direc- 
tions. If your druggist does not have these products, better 
order today from C. S. Dent & Co., Cincinnati 14, Ohio. 


DENTS EAR "rS 


Asthma Agony 
Curbed First Day 


For Thousands of Sufferers 


Choking, gasping, wheezing Bronchial Asthma at- 
tacks poison your system, ruin your health and put a 
load on your heart, Thousands quickly and easily pal- 
liate recurring choking, gasping Bronchial Asthma 
symptoms with a doctor's prescription called Mendaco 
to help nature remove thick strangling excess mucus 
and promote freer breathing and restful sleep. Mendaco 
is not a smoke, dope or injection. Just pleasant taste- 
less tablets. Iron clad guarantee—money back unless 
satisfactory. Mendaco is only 60€ at druggists. 


High School Course 


CI ULSS Many Finish in 2 Years 


Go as rapidly as zu time and abilities permit. Course 
equivalent to resident school work—prepares for college 
entrance exams, Standard H.S. texts supplied. Diploma. 
Н. S. subjects already completed. Single gubjects if de- 
xti rand acho Bont be testas ped all pour 
fe Be a High ‘School е uate, Start your training now. Free 
etin on request, No obligation. 
American School, Dept. Н-458, Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37 


POEMS WANTED 


To be set to musice. Send your song voem today for 
free examination by nationaly famous hit composer 
who has had over 325 songs published. Our new 6 step 
plan is most liberal and complete ever offered. Write 
today for free booklet. 


SCREENLAND RECORDERS 
DEPT. © HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIFORNIA 


DRAW for MONEY 
Be An ARTIST! 


FUTURES THAT AMES A ren 
Trained Artists Are Capable of Earning 
$30-$50-$75 A WEEK 
Use your spare time to prepare for a profit- 
; able Art Career! Start training at home, now! 

It’s pleasant and interesting vA ies Art ee 

Ww. A, way, COMMERCIAL ART, 
SIGNING, CANTOONING call in ONE Lon 
plete course. No previous Art experience nec- 
essary—we teach you step-by-step by our prac- 
tical home study method well-known since 
1914. Write наа А ннн in FRED 
ў BOOK, “ART EASURE AND 
PROFTT"'—tells all p. m course, material 
утуе зен Bays agg — opportuni - 


ties Stat 
WA HINGTON. оноо ОР ‘ART, Studio 


664K, 1115-15 St., N.W., Washington 5, D.C. 
*SONG POEMS тосттон 
ТО BE SET TO MUSIC 


„Вац one or more of your best 


K publishers need new peu 
subject. Send poem. 


"Kpoens for mediate consid 
+ PHONOGRAPH H RECORD MADE 
FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS, 611 Beacon Bldg., 


don't WORRY 


ut up with years of 
x сае апа 
worry? Try a Brooks Auto- 
matic: Air Cushion. This 
marvelous appliance $4 
mits the opening to close, 
yet holdsreducible rupture 
securely, Np ema ta АЙ 
and night. Thousands report results; 
Light, neat-fitting. No hard pads or р, springs 
to chafe or gouge, Made for men, women and 
children, Durable, cheap, Sent on trial to e it. 
Never sold in po Beware of a a for 
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cua со gp rarement arpian, зай 
BROOKS COMPANY, 182-1 State St., Marshall, Mich. 


Symptoms Relieved. 

, Write mre iar o ter free in- 
special 

anes MEER Pj 


W. K. STERLINE, 830 Ohio Ave., Sidney, O 


NEW 


"Boston, Mass. 


print or negative to 5 x 7 inches, if you enclose 
th a 3¢ stamp for return mailing. 


Just to get acquainted, we will beautifully en- 
large any snapshot, photo, Kodak picture, 
this ad wi C 
Please include color of hair and eyes and get 
our new Bargain Offer giving you your choice 
of handsome frames with a second enlarge- 
ment beautifully hand tinted her natural, lifelike colors 
and sent on approval. Your origin al returned with your 
enlargement. Look over your Dicken now and send us 
your a snapshot or negative today, as supplies 
are limited 

DEAN STUDIOS, Dept. 732, 

211 West 7th Street е Des Moines, Тома 


number, but he’ll identify you. Every- 
thing goes wrong for you, doesn’t it, 
Dicky? 

* *You were desperate, and you tried 
to get free to be your own self by a mur- 
der. And even that didn’t work! The 
police will be looking for you when you 
get back home, Dicky.’ ” 

Dicky Harnes jaw worked strangely 
as if his whole mouth was dry. Was 
this a story Charley Coombs was form- 
ing in his brain, or did he know—? 

“And Dicky stands there,” Charley 
Coombs continued now, “He says des- 
perately, ‘You must love me or you 
wouldn’t have warned me. I’ve got to 
get away! Will you come with me?’ 
And you, Cecile,—the substance of what 
you say is, ‘I can’t leave my job, Dicky. 
The pay is being able to do something 
for someone you love. That’s what hap- 
piness is. I just found out how much 
I love someone. Hes hurt, but he's 
going to get well And payday's here 
for me, Dicky.’ " 

Bloomfeld wavered back and forth, 


—visibly so. 
“That’s swell stuff, Charley. But, my 
God! Was there really a guy on the 


road who saw Dicky ?" 

Cecile spoke in a voice of ice: 

“Was it this Winston woman?" She 
stopped, cold. Then she leaped to her 
feet, raging at Dicky Harnes, “You did 
mean to kill Sam! When you stopped 
on Bet road, that night, you did get 
ou РЕД 


ARNES stood up. Не tried to be 
dignified, but he was ashen. 


“This—this—” he choked. “Libel— 
sue—if you dare—” : 
The actor went out. Не bumped 


against the door-frame as he went. 
Cecile stared after him, her hands 
clenched. The expression on her face 
was murderous. Charley Coombs flung 
away his cigarette. 

“I’m not sure about the exact ending,” 
he said wearily. “I thought I'd wait for 
developments. Were you going to ride 
with him again tonight, Cecile, with 
Sam trailing as before?” 

Cecile’s utterly calm features twisted. 
Her performance, judged by theatrical 
standards, was very poor. She was not 
rising to the situation. Then a car 
roared savagely away outside. Cecile 
shivered. She went swiftly to Bloom- 
feld. The movement was infinitely 


graceful. She put her arms about him. 

‘Darling,’ she sobbed  throatily. 
“He’d have killed you!” 

Rain fell heavily. It drummed on the 
earth outside, and on the roof, and there 
was a washing, dripping sound from the 
eaves. Charley Coombs watched a mo- 
ment as the dead-white Bloomfeld awk- 
wardly comforted his wife. 

“I imagine,” said Charley Coombs, 
“that there’s a typewriter somewhere 
around, Sam. It’s a bad night. I don't 
like the idea of driving those twisting 
narrow roads to town, considering. Let 
me borrow your typewriter and bunk 
here, eh? ГИ make notes for that story. 
Have to change some of it. It was de- 
signed for Dicky you see, and not the 
public.” 

“Sure,” said Bleomfeld shakily. “Oh, 
sure! Now, Cecile, you don’t want to 
carry on so.” 

He half led, half carried her from the 
room. Charley Coombs prodded a piece 
of period furniture until it yielded up 
a typewriter and a stock of paper. He 
shifted an ash-tray and settled down to 
work. Presently his collar was loose 
and a cloud of pale-blue cigarette smoke 
hung over his head. 

The typewriter made a seemingly un- 
ending clatter through the renewed tu- 
mult of the storm. He smoked and 
typed, typed and smoked. There was 
one especially bright lightning-flash, 
and seconds later a roll of thunder which 
sounded like the crack of doom. 

A very long time later the telephone 
rang somewhere. Charley Coombs 
ceased to type. He listened. He heard 
someone answer it. Minutes later, 
Bloomfeld came in in his dressing-gown, 
very pale. 

“L-listen, Charley,” he said shakenly. 
“I just got a phone call. Dicky—he ran 
over a cliff! He's dead!" 

“Thanks,” said Charley Coombs. The 
typewriter clicked busily. Four, five, 
six lines. He stopped and pulled the 
sheet of paper from the machine. “Very 
neat. I was waiting for that." 

*For what?" [ Turn page 1 


SONGWRITERS 


Place your songs with us. Melodies supplied WITHOUT 
CHARGE by well known Hollywood composers. We 
record your song and make it presentable to the pub- 
lishers. Lead sheets and records furnished. Send your 
song material for free examination. Write for details. 
CINEMA SONG CO. DEPT. 1-G Р. О, BOX 670 
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Every Mechanic сап Step Up his Skill with AUDELS GUIDES, 
Containing Practical Inside Information in a Handy Form. Covers 
facts and figures of your Trade, Ail illustrated and explained. Books 
sent to you for 7 Days Free Examination, Send No Money—Nothing 
to Pay Postman. Check and Mail Coupon Today, 


---—--MAIL ORDER------ 


AUDEL, Publishers, 49 V. 23 St., New York pY. 
Mail for 7 days free tris] books marked (X). I agree to mail $1 in 7 
days on each book ordered and $1 а month until purchase price is 
paid, If I am not satisfied with guides, I уу return them, 
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BE A DETECTIVE 


WORK HOME or TRAVEL, Experience unnecessary. 
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write to 


GEO. T. Н. WAGNER, 125 W. 86th St., №. Y. 


How 50c ajMonth 
Can Pay YOU 
Up To +7500 a Month 


Thisis positively one of the greatest protection values ever 
offered. Never anything like it before—nothing else like 
it now! This new 50c a Month Sickness, Accident and Hos- 
pital Policy paysgraded cash benefits for sickness and acci- 
dents, big and small, that happen every day. You receive 
up to $50.00 a month for sickness disability; up to $75.00 
а month for accident disability; extra additional benefits 
for hospital expenses. Up to $2,000.00 Accidental Death; 
all benefits as specified in policy. Over $1,600,000.00 Cash 
Benefits already paid on Sterling Policies. One low cost of 
50c а month to anyone in good health, ages 15 to 69. No 
medical examination, Get policy for FREE INSPEC- 
TION—no cost or obligation, No salesman will call. 
Write today. THIS OFFER IS LIMITED. 


EXAMINE THIS POLICY FREE | 


STERLING INSURANCE CO. 

169 Jackson-Franklin Bidg., Chicago 
Gentlemen: Please mail me at once for FREE 
Inspection your new 50c a Month Sickness, Ac- 
cident and Hospital Policy. I am not obligated, 
No agent will call. 
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for FALSE TEETH 
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Don't suffer embareugament an@ discomfort caused by loose dental 
plates. Apply CROWN ЕН. їп a Ийу your plate fits like new 
and stays that way up to 4 months, oid fashioned heating to 
burn your mouth. Just squeeze CROWN from ~ ек ри E 
teeth back in. They'll! fit as snugly ав ever, Inventor & recognized 
authority in dental field. A patent has been applied ^ CROWN RE- 
INER to ош you from imitators, After you reline your plate 
‚ take your false teeth out for cleaning without affecte 
rua RELINER is guaranteed . 
в DER PASTE! If not satisfied, even 
after 4 months, return partly red gt for full refun 
RELINER TIGHTENS EASE TEETH OR NO COST. 
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Dent. 7604, 4358 W. Philadelphia Ave., Detroit 4, Mich. 
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TO BE SET TO MUSIC 
Free Examination. Send Your Poems to 
J. CHAS. McNEIN, MASTER OF MUSIC 
510 TF So. Alexandria Los Angeles 5, Calif. 
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* Easy to use Viscose Method heals many old 
leg sores caused by leg congestion, varicose veins, 
swollen legs and injuries or no cost for TRIAL, 
Deseribe your trouble and get FREE BOOK. 
Т. б. VISCOSE METHOD COMPANY 
140 N. Dearborn Street, Chicago, Illinois 


| LE Try Page's Palliative 


PILE PRÉPARATIONS 


If you are troubled with itching, bleed- 
ing or protruding piles, write for a 
FREE sample of Page's Palliative Pile 
Preparations and you may bless the day 
you read this. Don't wait. WRITE TODAY! 


E. R. FAGE CO., Dept. 421-K5, Marshall, Mich. 
IN CANADA, DEPT. 421-K5, TORONTO, ONT. 


DETECTIVES 


TRAINING—SECRET INVESTIGATIONS—FINGER 
PRINTS—Easy Method—Short ea By ag! ae Gov't Detec- 
tive—Rewards. _ Ноше—Ттате1— Code-Booklet FREE— 
WRIT INTERNATIONAL DETECTIVE SYSTEM, 1701-T 
Monroe St., N. E., Washington, D. C. 1 


Do You 
WANT TO 


STOP TOBACCO? 


Banish the craving for tobacco аз 
thousands have, Make yourself free 
and зарру, with Tobacco Redeemer. 


Write for free booklet Чой of in- 
jurious effect of tobacco and of a 
treatment which has ree 
lieved many men. FREE 
| ЗО Years In Business BOOK 
THE NEWELL COMPANY 
153 Clayton Sta., St. Louis, Мо, 


“The ending," said Charley Coombs. 
He gathered a stack of loose typed 
sheets together. “First draft, just the 
outline, all finished. Want to see it?” 

Bloomfeld shook his head and shiv- 
ered. He wet his lips. 

“Charley, was there a guy on the road 
who saw Dicky put that barbed-wire 
thing down for me? Hed ha’ been a 
director but for me, but I didn’t think 
he knew it. If I’d gone off the cliff 
he’d ha’ been a director and it’s likely 
Cecile would have married him instead 
of me. Was there such a guy?” 

Charley Coombs rifled the sheets of 
paper in his hands, as if estimating 
their number and ther. eby the wordage 
of his synopsis. 

"Well--l, no, Sam, there wasn’t. 
There was an army convoy on the road 
that night. You know that! As soon 
as I knew Dicky was in the first car and 
you were in the third, it was a moral 
certainty he’d tried to kill you. But 
the only way to hang him would be to 
have a witness. So I invented a wit- 
ness for the story. Dicky in the story 
had to be nailed. There’s a question И 
want to ask you, too, Sam.” 

He put down the typed sheets. Bloom- 
feld swallowed. 

“What is it, Charley?” 

“This is a good story. Trim down 
Cecile’s heroics a bit, and make some 
other changes. But it’s a good story. 
Here’s the problem. You worked out 
the title, ‘Payday.’ I’m using that for 
the moment, anyhow. I cooked up the 
love story. But Dicky invented the ac- 
tion-climax. And the ending—his going 
off the cliff—is a contribution from an- 
other source entirely. Now, do I get 
exclusive screen-credit or not?” 


you, Too, 
CAN SINK U-BOATS 


* BUY а 


United States War Savings Bonds ¢ Stamps 
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HEADQUARTERS 
(Concluded from page 8) 


write in and help us do so by commenting 
and suggesting. Here we have an enthusisatic 
word from a Brooklyn fan: 


I think THRILLING DETECTIVE is great. 1 do a 
lot of reading, but never met up with anything so 
jam-packed with suspense and mystery. I have paid 
up to ten times the price of your magazine for detec- 
tive reading, but THRILLING DETECTIVE tops 
them all. How you can put eut such a book for only 
ten cents is a,mystery to me.—John Dowdell, Brooklyn, 


That is glowing praise, John Dowdell, but 
you shouldn’t throw such wonderful bou- 
quets, or people will be saying—that you 
have a crush on THRILLING DETECTIVE. 
All kidding aside, thanks, and we are not 
going to let the good news cause us to let 
down in our efforts. THRILLING DETEC- 
TIVE is not having its editorial head turned 
by praise and we are not going to sit down 
and rest on our laurels. There will be better 
and better stories in every succeeding issue, 
if we can possibly procure them. 

Here’s a slight sting from out Ohio way: 


Just finished the January issue of THRILLING 
DETECTIVE. In the main it was good. The cover 
was a splendid illustration from the featured novel, 
“The House of Dr. Zola," But the story itself was a 
little on the corny side. There was too much flippancy 
and persiflage. How can anybody joke about murder? 
It destroys the tension and suspense when an author 
overdoes this sort of thing. Give us more dramatic 
yarns like “Men Die in Texas,” by Benton Braden. 
—Wilber C. Craig, Springfield, Ohio. 


On-the contrary, Wilber, we thought “The 
House of Dr. Zola” a pretty good yarn. Of 
course, the hero and his friends were de- 
picted as being on the lighter side in their 
dialogue. And we are sure you wouldn't 
like it if all murder mysteries were completely 
grim things. And that cover really was a 
darb, wasn't it? Write again and tell us 
what you think about this issue, won't you? 

How about a word from other readers? 
Just because we don't print many of the let- 
ters we receive doesn't mean that we don’t 
appreciate 'em all. And every letter is given 
the closest attention. We read 'em—and 
heed 'em where we can agree with sugges- 
tions and find the carrying out of ideas not 
too difficult. So, write in and tell us what 
you. think, won't you? 

Please address your comments, criticisms 
and praise to The Editor, THRILLING DE- 
TECTIVE, 10 East 40th Street, New York 
16, N. Y. Your letters and postcards will 
go straight to Headquarters! 

Until next issue! —THE EDITOR. 


[IMPORTANT NOTICE 


Wartime paper rationing makes it impossible to 
print enough copies of this magazine to meet the 
demand. To be sure of getting YOUR copy, place 
a standing order with your regular newsdealer. 
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“SVISU! 


“Brain. = 


= Over Brawn: 


TWO FASCINATING BOOKS TEACH 
YOU THIS ANCIENT ART MODERN- 
IZED AND UP TO DATE. . e e 
ALL THE TRICKS AND MYSTERIES 


Easy To Learn At Home 


How to whip & stronger, heavier opponent, 
How to frustrate sudden attacks from be- 
hind, or from any direction. How even & 
weakling can:protect himself from attacks 
by hoodlums, bullies, hold-ups, roughnecks, 
How small women can actually paralyze big 
brutes, How to overcome attacks with guns, 
knives, clubs, Learn at home in a fow 
days, how to use the power you unknow- 
ingly possess to make yourself ''brave эз à 
lion and strong as an elephant," TWO 
remarkable books on JIU-JITSU reveal the 
simple ways to prowess over superior phys- 
ical strength. Scores of graphic illustrations 
and pages of clear instructions lead you 
step by step to master this ancient art, so 
that never again need you fear physical 
violence. In a week or two, you can amazo 
yourself and friends by throwing men twice 
your size and weight—by meeting and over- 
coming bigger men, much stronger than 
yourself. Men, women, boys, girls—every- 
one can learn JIU-JITSU. 
GUARANTEED! Achieve this amazing 
" power simply, quickly, 
Send your name and address today with 
only $1.29. The TWO books based on 
JIU-JITSU and AMERICAN JUDO will 
be sent at once, postpaid. C.O.D. shipment 
21¢ extra. If not satisfied, return in 5 days 
for refund. Turn weakness into strength. Act! 


JIU-JITSU BOOKS, р Chicago 2, I. 


STUDY AT HOME for PERSONAL SUCCESS 
and LARGER EARNINGS. 32 years expert in- 


ments. Send for FRED 
Executive Guidance.'" 


BIGCER PAY THAN EVER! 


Local “Store Коше”, Plan pays menlike 

u big money—steady!—in wholesale 

usiness of your own. No car necessary. 

Sell Vitamins to stores of all kinds. New 

low retail price, 7 for 104, opens vast rich 

field. Handle this sales-maker, plus 200 

обе quick Profit items. мазу nationally 

vertis о experience needed. Amaz- 
ing facte FREE. Write TODAY! 
ODUCTS CO. 

DEPT. BE SPENCER, INDIANA 


( 


== ASTHMADOR © 


The medicated smoke of Dr. R. 
Schiffmann’sASTHMADORaids if 
reducing the severity of asthma- 
tic attacks — helps make breathe; 
ing easier. ASTHMADOR is econe' 
omical, dependable, uniform — its 
quality more than ever insuted 
by rigid laboratory control of 
potency. Use ASTHMADOR in 
powder, cigarette, or pipe mix- 
ture form. At any drugstore — try! 
ASTHMADOR teday! 


struction—over 108,000 students enrolled. LL.B, 
Degree awarded. All texts furnished. Easy pay- 
BOOK—“Law and 


AMERICAN EXTENSION SCHOOL OF LAW 
Dept. 40-T, 8 East Huron St., Chicago 11, 111. 


os 
MATER 


" из is a radio war— and victory will 
bring a redio world! 

That's why men with foresight and am- 
bition are studying radio now — at home, 
in their spare time! 

They know that if they're drafted, radio 
training will make them eligible for further 
valuable training with the Armed Forces 
—eligible for higher rating and higher pay 
—eligible for more interesting assignments! 

And when they return to civil life, they'll 
have knowledge and background to fit 


INTERNATIONAL. CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS. 


ANS 


HELPING то TRAIN AMERTC 


BOX 3967-Z, SCRANTON 9, PENNA, 
Without cost or obligation, please send me booklet and full particulars about 


the course before which I have marked X: 


Be Smart— 


Study Radio Now! 


them for a well-paid, responsible job in 
radio, television or electronics! 

You can study an I.C.S. Radio Course 
in your spare tim 
ing right now! Mail this coupon, and 
well send you complete information on 
the famous І. C.S. personalized teaching 
method, which has helped thousands along 
the highway to success! 

This information may well be worth 


thousands of dollars to you—yet it's yours 
for a 36 stamp! Mail the coupon today! 


SPECIAL . 
TUITION RATES 
FOR MEMBERS 

OF THE 
ARMED FORCES 


be: 


FOR VICTOR Y, 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 


O Boilermakinz 


Г] GENERAL RADIO terma à 
Lj RADIO OPERATING D Bridge Engiavering 1. 
Ci PRACTICAL RADIO SERVICING Б Chomistty (Coal Mining 
Г} SOUND TECHNICIAN ng z 


1 D Conerete Engincering 
O Air Brake D Contracting and Building 
О Air Conditioning O Cotton Manufacturing 
О Airplane Drafting 


ЇЗ Diesel Engines 
O Architeetural Drafting D Electrical Drafting 
O Architecture 
D Auto Engine Tunc-up П Electrician 
D Auto Technician D Electrical Maintenance 
D Aviation [O Aviation Mechanic  [j Foundryman O Heating 
O Blueprint Reading O Heat Treatment of Metals 


Lj Electrical Engineering 


O Accounting [] Advertising O College Preparatory 

O Bookkeeping Li Commercial 

[1 Business Correspondence E > Jommercial Ulustrating 
DO Business Management t Accounting 


О Cartooning [O Civil Service E & P. Accounting 


O Highway 1 

Г] House Planni 
O Industrial Metallurgy 
O Locomotive E ngineer 


O Mechanical Engineering 
O Mine Foreman 


ау 
oO Plastics 
OR. К. Section Foreman 
О R. R. Signalman (O Refrigeration O Woolen Manufacturing 


BUSINESS COURSES 


0 Federal Tax Course 
О First Year College 
[1 Foremanship 
D Good English 0 High School 
Managing Men at Work 


O Sanitary Engineering 

O Sheet Metal Work 

О Ship Drafting 

DShipfitting П Shop Practice 
O Steam Electric O Steam Engines 
О Steam Fitting 

О Structural Drafting | 

O Structural En; 

О Surveying and 

O Telezraphy © Telephony 
Г) Textile Designing 

О Toolmaking (О Tool Design 
О Welding, Gas and Electric 


ineering 


Li Inspector 
nt of Inventions 


“Drafting 


igation (0 Patternmaking 
D Plumbing 


D Railway Postal Clerk 
О Salesmanship 

[1 Secretarial D Spanish 
О Showeard and Sign Lettering 
O Traffic Management 


O French 


HOME ECONOMICS COURSES 


О Advanced Dressmaking 
O Foods and Cookery 


D Home Dressmaking a ats 
О Professional Dressmaking and Deeigning 


O Tea Room and Cafeteria 
Management, Catering 


Ното DU ——————— M 


— Working Hours... eee eeeee oett ntn 
'enactan, Ltd,, Montreal, Canada. 


Britis h residents тона coupon to 1. ©: S., 71 Мото Beh London, W. С. 2, England. 


New Policy Provides 


REAL PROTECTION 


Pays Cash Benefits for 


SICKNESS or ACCIDENT 


PAYS 
37.50 


Each Day while in 
OSPITAL 
Up to 


3150.00 


LOSS of TIME 


Up to 


5150.00 


а month for 


ACCIDENT DISABILITY 


Up to 


5100.00 


а month for 


ESS DISABILITY 


A Month 


YOU NEED THIS PROTECTION 


Here is the kind of all-around protection you need and can 
easily afford. This generous low cost policy protects you 
against emergencies that happen every day! Even common 
sicknesses and ordinary accidents are covered. It is not nec- 
essary that you be confined to a Hospital to collect generous 
benefits according to the terms of the policy. Why risk your 
savings, your earnings, possibly your future, especially when 
it costs only a few pennies a day to provide CASH when you 
need money most! Should misfortune strike you or your 
family, be prepared! Don't put it off —it may be too late! 


'CASH for LOSS of TIME 


One of the most important features of this liberal policy is 
the cash benefits provided for LOSS of TIME from work. In 
addition to generous LOSS of TIME benefits, extra HOSPIT- 
ALIZATION benefits are also provided, as stated in policy. 


NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION —NO RED TAPE —NO AGENTS 
Don't delay! Anyone in good health between the 


ages of 15 and 80 is eligible. Learn how this valuable ч 
protection may ease your money worries in time of 
need! It’s your duty to yourself and those you love M AIL C О U P О NN О М 


to investigate. You will not be under any obliga- 
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tion. No agent will call. You deal direct with the Ё pal hgh pe Casualty Company. Dept, ST-D x 
Home Office. See for yourself—decide for yourself | Please rush FREE information about your 1 
—now! Simply fill in the coupon and mail TODAY! l New Policy. і 
^ NAME ЗЕНИЦИ ЦЕНЕ ЦЕЛНАСНЕЛЫРНИННЕЛЕВШИРИНОТНАЄ - 
GEORGE ROGERS CLARK CASUALTY COMPANY | 1 


DRESS . — зла исте ссарнез» a 
Dept. 51-D > e — Rockford, Ilinois А $ 1 


i 
i CITY & STATE ee ле ELE - 
ЕШ i. Сір апі . 
FREE INFORMATION Postal Card or moll in envelope. d 
Ь æ кы m == m мз эш эе m эе эе a 


Keep prices down! For Victory and your own post-war 
security do these seven things: 7. Buy only what you need 
and make things last. 2. Pay no more than ceiling prices. 
3. Pay increased taxes willingly. 4. Pay off old debts and 
avoid new ones. 5. Live within present income. 6. Build up 
savings and life insurance for the future. 7. Buy and 


hold more War Bonds. 


Sponsored by the makers of 


Calvert 


Clear-heads choose Calvert The whiskey with the “Happy Blending” 


Calvert Distillers Corp., New York City. BLENDED WHISKEY Calvert “Reserve”: 86.8 Proof— 
65% Grain Neutral Spirits. Calvert "Special": 86.8 Proof—60% Grain Neutral Spirits. 


